GOOD 


WHEN 


WRITE 


LEND 
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Will  You  Have? 


\bu  can  get  all  five  degrees  in  the  classic 
Duofold  Pens 

oAnd  All  '•Points  guaranteed  for  25 -Tears'  Wear 


FOR  what  kind  of  writing  do 
you  use  a  pen?  How  do  you  hold 
it?  And  what  style  of  writing  is 
entirely  natural  to  your  hand? 

These  things  make  a  big  differ- 
ence in  the  kind  of  point  that  will 
make  your  writing  a  joy  to  do  and 
a  pride  to  behold. 

Close  figure  work  or  fine  memo- 
randa, for  example,  call  for  a  fine  or 
an  extra-Ene  point.  But  the  medium 
point,  the  broad,  or  the  stub — these 
give  one's  penmanship  a  personality 
and  character  that  make  mighty 
valuable  impressions  in  a  letter  or 
a  signature. 

These  are  reasons  why,  in  the 
classic  Duofold  Pens,  Geo.  S.  Parker 
gives  the  world  the  whole  five  de- 
grees of  points  that  the  five  degrees 


of  writing  require.  And  we've  placed 
these  just  around  the  corner  w  here 
you  can  step  in  and  try  them  all  today. 
These  arethe  points  you  can  lend 
without  a  tremor,f  or  no  style  of  writ- 
ing can  distort  them.  Points  that  are 
tipped  with  super-smooth  Iridium, 
for  which  we  pay  a  premium  of 
200%.  Points  that  we  guarantee,  if 
not  mistreated,  for  25  years'  WEAR. 

And  every  point  set  in  a  shapely,  hand- 
balanced  barrel  that  feels  so  inspiring  you 
hate  to  lay  it  down. 

You  can  buv  cheaper  pens,  but  is  the  sav- 
ing worth  it?  For  you  can't  compete  ^\ith  the 
world  on  even  terms  if  your  pen  can't  keep 
pace  with  the  Duofold. 

Any  good  pen  counter  will  sell  you  this 
beauty  on  30  days'  approval.  Flashing  black, 
or  black-tipped  lacquer-red,  the  color  that's 
handsomer  than  gold  and  makes  this  a  hard 
pen  to  mislay. 


THE   PARKER   PEN   COMPANY-  JANESVILLE,  WISCONSIN 

Parker  Duofold  Pencils  match  the  Duofold  Pen,  ?3.50;  Orer-si^e,  $4 

NEW  YORK,  CHICAGO    •    The  Parker  Fcumai.T  Pen  Co.,  Ltd. .Toronto, Can.    •   S.^N  FRANCISCO 

The  Parker  Pen  Co.,  Ltd.,  2  and  3  Norlolk  St.,  Strand,  London,  Eng. 


Reff.  Trade  Ma: 
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"SET  YOUR  SAILS"  FOR  MORE  BUSINESS 

PLAN    TO   ADVERTISE   WITH   WELL 

PREPARED  PRINTING     SAIL   INTO 

THE   SEASON   WITH   THE    RIGHT 

KIND  OF  PRINTED  LITERATURE 
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D  F  KELLER  6?  COMPANY 

732  SHERMAN  STREET  CHICAGO 
■"•  ^f  •'g  •"=-  If  •«• 


-af  ■"■  -If-  ■>'■ 


open  Tuesday,  Thursday  and  Saturday  Evenings 


Hart  SchafFner  &  Marx  Clothes 


MANHATTAN  SHIRTS 


KNOX  HATS 


FINE  HABERDASHERY 


MacFarland^Browning  Co* 


CHURCH  AT  SHERMAN 
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STYLE  STUDIO 

If  you  are 
in  need  of 
a  Gown  or 
Frock  for 
any  occa- 
sion come 
to  see  us. 

518-526  Davis  St. 

Evanston 

Rooms  206  and  207 

Phone  Univ.  6008  Opp.  North  Shore  Hotel 
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The  news  that  people  brot  to  me 
Caused  all  my  flesh  to  creep : 

My  sister's  boat  had  spilled  her 
Into  the  briny  deep. 

I  knew  that  sister  couldn't  swim 
My  soul  was  filled  with  dread. 

I  shivered  when  I  pictured  her 
Lying  cold  and  dead. 

But  all  my  haste  was  useless — 
It  made  me  feel  quite  cheap — 

For  sister's  boat  had  spilled  her 
Into  the  brine  knee  deep ! 


I  thot  I  was  a  poet  and 
Did  therefore  loudly  sing, 

Inquiring  for  the  whereabouts 
Of  everlasting  spring. 

A  very  low  brow  friend  of  mine, 
Who  heard  my  plaintive  chant, 

Did  dent  my  cerebellum  with 
An  India  rubber  plant ! 


Two 


BEST  EXAM  STORIES 

(Five  dollars  will  be  paid  for  any  exam  stories  if 
you  can  catch  anybody  who  will  pay  it  to  you) 

First  Prize 

T.  Woggleleg  Brown. 

I  was  deseprate.  I  needed  a  "B"  in  cat  anatomy 
to  graduate.  I  hadn't  handed  in  a  single  experi- 
ment. I  hadn't  even  gone  beyond  the  gizzard  in  the 
dissection  of  my  cat.  Doomed?  Well,  I  thought 
so,  too,  until  the  idea  struck  me. 

The  day  of  the  final  exam  ,  I  stole  an  orange  from 
the  breakfast  table.  The  brothers  thought  I  was 
going  to  pull  a  little  gin  party,  so  they  didn't  sus- 
pect. Then,  when  I  went  into  the  exam,  /  placed 
the  orange  on  the  table.  When  the  instructor  en- 
tered, he  saw  the  orange.  He  picked  it  up,  and 
smiled — and  I,  glancing  up  at  the  psychological  mo- 
ment, smiled,  too.  He  ate  the  orange  gleefull}^,  and 
I  sat  there  wondering  whether  to  write  my  name 
and  date  on  my  exam  paper,  or  only  the  date. 

Well,  I  got  through  the  course,  all  right.     The 
Prof,  died  and  wasn't  able  to  give  out  any  grades 
at  all.    Ha,  har — I'd  poisoned  the  orange. 
Nan  Pensive : 

You  can  imagine  my  state  of  mind.  For  three 
years  I  hadn't  cracked  a  book,  and  I  was  to  have 
my  final  quiz  in  railroad  management  in  a  week. 
I  had  to  know  the  names  and  abbreviations  of  a 
hundred  railroads  by  the  end  of  the  week.  I  was 
sure  that  I  was  going  to  flunk  until  the  idea  struck 
me  like  a  flash  in  the  dark. 

At  our  station  was  a  train  caller — a  young  train 
caller  who  had  once  confided  in  me  that  he  had 
never  married  because  he  talked  in  his  sleep.  I  mar- 
ried him,  and  by  the  end  of  five  nights,  I  knewoz'<?r 
a  hundred  railroads  by  name  and  abbrez'iation.  I 
got  a  perfect  mark  in  the  examination. 


AIN'T   LOVE  WONDERFUL? 

It  makes  brother  wash  his  ears  and  comb  his 
hair.  It  makes  the  college  man  go  broke  (or 
rather  more  broke).  It  makes  the  coed  bid  a  dia- 
mond, even  her  heart  is  high.  It  makes  the  cook 
burn  the  food.  It  makes  spring  poetry  possible  (ex- 
cept that  it's  always  impossible).  It  makes  ene- 
mies kiss  and  make  up.  Yes,  it  also  makes  the  girls 
make-up  too.  It  makes  everyone  (except  the  girls 
who  are  trying  to  reduce)  lose  weight.  It  builds 
up  the  circulation  of  all  fiction  magazines.  It  makes 
fat  men  mad. 

But,  why  oh  why,  can't  it  make  profs  love  their 
students? 

Three 


A   HARMON'S     A 
R  C  AD  I  A 

4450  Broadway 


Every  Night 

But 

Tues.  and  Wed. 
2 — Orchestras — 2 

Every 
Saturday  and  Sunday 

JOE  KAYSER'S 
ARCADIANS 

AND 
BROOKE    WHIPPLE'S 

ROYAL  PURPLE 
ORCHESTRA 

CLASS  NIGHT  EVERY  MONDAY 

Learn   to   Dance   or   Improve  Your 
Dancing  in  Just   One  Evening 

PARTY  NIGHT  EVERY  THURSDAY 

A   Delightful   Social   Event   Augmented    with 
Novel    Features    and    De   Luxe    Frivolity 

WALTZ  NIGHT  EVERY  FRIDAY 


Every   Other  Numbe 


Fascinating  Waltz 


Week  Day  Prices,  50c  and   75c 
Saturday   and    Sunday,    50c    and    $1.00 


f""' 


THE  COLLEGE  IDEA 
IN  SPRING  CLOTHES 


Sack  Coats  are  short.     Pockets  are  low.    Buttons  are  spaced  wide  apart.     Should- 
ers are  broad,  athletic  and  squarely  assertive.    Trousers  are  wide,  long  and  straight,     g 

Vdu'll   find   these  features  evident   in  the  new  KUPPENHEIMER  MODELS  for 
Si)ring-. 

$55.00  AND  UP        ' 
WITH  EXTRA  TROUSERS 


E.    S.     E 

Studio 


H  M  E  N 

Bldg. 


y.  BLOCK  XO.  OF  P.  O. 


Ill 

L 
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BOSTONIANQ 

Shoes  for  Men 


TELEPHOXE  2021 
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CO-EDUCATION 

A  coed  zi'ho  hailed  from  N.  U. 

(A   beautiful  creature   to  -ru) 
Thot  all  dateless  uitihts 
ll'ere  against  wouien's  rights; 

So  she  dated,  got  caught — nozv  she's  thru. 


IF  YOU  HAVEN'T  SEEN 
OUR 

"CAVE  MEN"  Oxfords 

Ask  To  See  Them 


A  Real  Novelty  in  Our  New 
Early  Spring  Styles 


H.  A.  MEYER  SHOE  CO. 

55  E.  Monroe  St.     Chicago     103  S.  WabasK  At'e. 


A  szvcet  thing  from  old  Minn. 

Liked  to  ride  in  her  boy-playmate's  m. 

She  returned  from  a  ride. 

With  a  muddy-shoed  stride 
Far  she'd  never  give  in  an  i. 


EVAKSMIWE- 


H\nman  Avenue  at  Main  St. 
Telephone  University  8800 


Evanston,  Illinois 
Student  Rates 


VALENTINES 

My  Valentine,  I  hope,  I  hope. 
You'll  hang  around  on  the  end  of  a  rope 
Or  slip  on  a  cake  of  laundry  soap, 
My  valentine,  I  hope,  I  hope. 

TO  ABIE  COHEN 

A  guy  I  hate 

Is  Abie  Cohen, 

He  sends  his  card 
\^'ith  postage  owin.' 

From  Henry  Ford. 

TO  HENRY  FORD 

A  guy  I  hate 
Is  Henry  Ford, 
He  sends  his  card 
Signed  "from  the  Lord." 
From  Abie  Cohen. 

TO  THE  REGISTRAR 

0  wondrous  one  who  knows  it  all, 
E'en  more  than  any  palmister. 

Please  tell  me  how,  with  grades  like  mine, 
D'ye  think  I'll  ever  register? 

From  one  who  is  buying  a  one-way  ticket  home. 

TO  MY  SOUL  MATE 

There  is  one  whom  I  love  most. 
She  is  quite  extraordinaire. 
On  each  word  of  her's  I  hang. 
She  is  my  good  dictionaire. 

From  a  cross-word  puzzle  fan. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  W.  DAVIS 

Blessings  on  you  little  man. 
We  all  know  you  also-ran, 
Love  and  kisses,  may  I  say 
Come  and  play  some  other  day. 

TO  MRS.  BLOSSOM 

Dear  Cupid  aims  his  bow  at  you, 
(If  but  his  aim  is  straight  and  true), 
He  draws  the  shaft  and  lets  its  fly, 

1  hope  it  hits  you  in  the  eye. 
From   Sally. 

TO  A  PROF 

Roses  are  red, 
Violets  are  blue. 
You  flunked  me  out, 
I'll  get  you  too. 
From  a  Freshman. 


Beach  View  Garden 

WILSON  AT  CLARENDON 

Chicago's  Coziest  Spot 


TO 


Dine  and  Dance 

''Our  Floor  is  Smoother  than  Glass" 

Delicious  Steak  Dinner 

5  to  9  P.M.      $1.00 

No  Cover  Charge 


Telephone 

The  Aimer  Goe  records  of  lenses 
made  or  duplicated  at  the  Aimer 
Goe  Stores  are  always  available. 
Every  lens  is  recorded,  and  re- 
placements can  be  made  quickly 
— often  within  an  hour. 

Always  the  best  in  quality 
but  never  higher  in  price 

Aimer  Coe  £?Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

105  N.  Wabash  Ave.     •     78  E.  Jackson  Blvd. 
6  So.  La  Salle  St.     *     527  Davis  St.,  Evanstoa 


Five 


Five  minutes  from  anywhere  downtown— and  in  Evanston 


Design  of 
Fine /i  ley  House 
Suggested  by  " Backs" 
of  Old   Trinity    College, 
Ca  in  b  r  i  dge ,    England 


PLEASE  BE  ADVISED  THAT  IN 
THE  NEW  LOCATION,  IN  FIFTH 
AVENUE,  FINCHLEY  HAS  AR- 
RANGED A  UNIQUE,  COMFORT- 
ABLE, AND  RATHER  EXTRAOR- 
DINARY FLOOR  WHICH  IS 
DEVOTED  EXCLUSIVELY  TO 
THE  DISPLAY  OF  WEARABLES 
FOR  COLLEGE  MEN.  SUITS. 
OVERCOATS,  HATS,  SHOES, 
SHIRTS,  WOOLIESAND  VARIOUS 
ACCESSORIES  OF  NOTABLE 
STYLE     AND      QUALITY. 

IFMCfflULIEY 

Fifth  Avenue  at  46'*'  Street 

NEW  VORK 


THE   SECRET 

Old  Bo}',  congratulate  me  for  I'm  headed  for  success 
Tho'  I've  blundered  and  been  plundered  in  my  busi- 
ness-like career; 
I've  been  counted  as  a   failure,  but  it's   over  now,  I 


guess, 
And  I'll  own  a  half  a  mil 


ion  m  a  year. 


I  failed  in  every  business  that  I  ever  tried,  I  ween; 
And  my  ventures  never  netted  me  a  solitary  dime. 
Now.   ...  I  write  "Successful"  stories  for  the  Amer- 
ican Magazine 
And  my  income's  growing  bigger  all  the  time. 


I  wish  you  were  the  golf  ball 

I  place  upon  the  tee 

Then  I  might  kick  you  where  I  wish 

With  all  impunity. 


Warble  a  chantey  for  James  August  Kraut, 

As  bowlegg'd  a  fellow  as  I  ever  saw. 

I've  oft  heard  it  said  when  his  pants  are  cut  out, 

His  tailor  makes  use  of  a  circular  saw. 


EVANSTON 

Aimer  Coe  &   Co.,   527   Davis  St.,  Opticians. 
Bowman    Dairy   Co..    1922    Ridge   Ave.,    Milk   Deale 
Burkett    Pharmacy,    718    Sherman    Ave.,    Druggist. 
Chandler's,    Fountain    Square,    Book    Store. 
City    National    Bank,    Davis    St.    at    Sherman    Ave. 


DuBr 


Tea    Room. 


Evanshii 
Fred  St. 
Hattstr 


620    D 
len,    1716   Sherman   Ave.,    Men's    Clothiers. 
Hinman   Avenue   and    Main    Street.    Hotel, 
ss    Dye    Works,    1627    Orrington   Ave.,    Dye 
&   Sanders,   Opticians,   702   Davis   Street. 
Waffle    Shop,    616    Davi^    St..    Waffle    Grill. 

Library  Plaza  Cafeteria,   Orrington  Ave.   at  Church   Street,   Cafete 

London    Flower    Shop,    1712-'4    Sherman    Ave..    Florist. 

McFarland-Browning,    717    Sherman    Ave..    Men's    Clothing. 

Monarch  Stationery  Co.,    1618  Orrington  Ave.,   Student   Supplies. 

North   Shore    Hotel,    Chicago   Ave.   and   Davis    St. 

Parkway  Tea   Shop,    1505   Chicago  Avenue,   Tea  Room, 

Pierce    Radio    Comoanv,    ,'i22    Davis    Street,    Radio    Equipment. 

Pink    Shop.    600    Harris    Street,    Tea    Room. 

Rosenberg's.    816   Davis    St.,   Department   Store. 

State    Bank    &   Trust    Company.    Fountain    Square,    Bank. 

Style   Studio,    522    Davis   St.,   Women's   Apparel. 

Varsity    Dress    Shop,    North    Shore    Hotel.    Ladies'    Apparel. 

Walk-Over.    607   Davis   St.,   Shoes. 

Woman's   Exchange,    Cafeteria. 


CHICAGO 

Arcadia,    4450    Broadway,    Dancing, 

Beach  View  Gardens.  Wilson  at  Clarendon,   Dining  and   Dancing. 
Cunard,  Anchor,  Donaldson,   Cor.   Dearborn  and  Randolph  Sts.,   Steamsb 
jtel,    811    Eastwood   Ave.,    Apartment   Hotel. 
732    Sherman    St.,    Printers  and   Designers. 
Company,    55    E.    Monroe,    103    S.    Wabash    Ave,, 


Eastwood  Beach  H 
D.  F.  Keller  &  Co. 
Meyer    Sho 


Me 


Sho 


The    Seville.    4144    Sheridan    Road,    Ballroom. 


NATIONAL 

American  Tobacco   Company,   New  York   City,   "Lucky   Strike." 

Finchley,    5th  Ave.,    New   York    City,    Men's    Clothing. 

French   Line.    19    State    Street,    New   York    City,    Steamship    Lin 

General    Electric    Co.,    Schenectady,    New   York. 

Mennen    Company. 

Nast   Publications,    Greenwich,    Connecticut. 

Parker    Pen    Company,    Jonesville,    Wise,    "Duofold    Pens." 

Whitman's    Chocolates,    Philadelphia,    Pa. 


Chapel  Speaker  (after  40  minutes  of  the  usual 
blah!)  " — and  so  at  twenty  I  faced  the  world  with 
50c  and  a  clear  conscience." 

Very  bored  voice  from  the  rear  row,  "And  what 
happened  to  the  conscience?" 


I  found  you  standing  there, 
Blue  eyes  and  baby  stare, 
White  teeth  and  golden  hair, 
Too  beautiful  to  be. 
Too  dear  to  breathe  this  air, 
Too  dear  for  earthly  care, 
I  left  you  standing  there. 
Too  dear,  my  dear,  for  me. 


A  flapper  from  old  Ind. 

Wore  nothing  except  a  band. 
But  it  really  was  tame 
For  when  company  came 

They  hid  her  behind  the  pi. 


Dumb:     Do  you  know  Adolph,   the  butcher  boy? 
Well,  he  just  dropped  sixty  feet. 

Er:     Sixty  feet?     Did  it  kill  him? 

Dumb  :     No,  they  were  pig's  feet ! 


"Don't  raise  a  racket,"  said  the  burglar  as  he  held 
up  the  tennis  players. 


/  want  to  write  a  triolet 
A  triolet  for  Violet 
And  if  I  wrote  a  triolet 
And  I  should  like  to  trial-it, 
'Twould  be  a  little  try-o-lette 
A  try-o-lette  for  Violet 
I  want  to  write  a  triolet 
A  triolet  for  Violet. 


1st  Active:     Why  did  you  date  with  that  girl  last 
night? 

2nd  Active :     For  no  good  reason. 


Flap — "I  wonder  what  they  call  the  stage 
door  Johnnies  at  a  movie  studio?" 

Flip  —  "Celluloid  callers,"  probably.  — 
Belle  Hop. 


Stage  directions  for  this  scene  from  William  Vaughn  Moody's  play,  "The  Great 
Divide,"  call  for  a  woman's  muffled  scream,  a  pistol  shot,  and  the  crash  of  break- 
ing furniture.     The  microphone  on  the  right  sends  them  all  to  your  home. 


An  Exciting  Evening 


WGY,  at  Schenectady,  KOAj 
at  Denver,  and  KGO,  at 
Oakland,  are  the  broadcasting 
stations  of  the  General  Electric 
Company.  Each,  at  times,  is  a 
concert  hall,  a  lecture  room,  a 
news  bureau,  or  a  place  of 
worship. 


If  you  are  interested  to  learn 
more  about  what  electricity  is 
doing,  write  for  Reprint  No. 
AR  391  containing  a  complete 
set  of  these  advertisements. 


Here  are  four  of  the  WGY 
Players  (the  world's  first 
radio  dramatic  company) 
at  a  thrilling  climax  that 
almost  turns  sound  into 
sight. 

Tune  in,  some  evening, 
on  one  of  their  productions. 
You  will  be  surprised  to 
find  how  readily  your 
imagination  will  supply 
stage  and  setting. 


55  L'DH 

GENERAL  ELECTRIC 


E  N  E  a  A  V. 


EL£CTR1C 


COMPANY, 


SCHENECTADY, 


YORK 
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TO  THE  LADIES!     ETC. 

Pause  a  moment,  Gentle  Coed, 

Ere.  you  glance  within  this  book, 
There's  a  new  surprise  a-coming 

Every  time  you  take  a  look. 
Where  you  thought  that  you  were  better 

We  have  pictured  you  as  worse: 
Here's  "yourself  as  others  see  you" — 

{Magnified  a  bit,  of  course!) 

But,  if  you've,  a  sense  of  humor, 

There's  no  need  to  make  a  fuss. 
Though  the  joke  is  on  you  now  'twill 

Be  eventually  on  us. 
Is  it  all  exaggerated? 

Mebbe  so!     But  never  mind! 
There's  a  difference  of  opinion 

In  matters  of  this  kind. 


SIGNS  OF  THE  TIMES 


N.  A 


THE  PERFECT  COED 

1.  One  that  can  pass  DuB.'s  without  gazing  long- 
ingly into  the  window  or  making  some  remark  about 
how  walking  "gives  one  an  appetite." 

2.  One  who  prefers  street  cars  or  the  El  to  taxies 
and  who  don't  object  to  walking  if  the  occasion  de- 
mands it. 

3.  One  that  does  not  tell  us  that  petting  is  "high 
school  stuff"  or  slap  us  first  and  explain  afterward. 

4.  One  that  is  not  always  being  kissed,  smoking  or 
getting  into  her  dorm  late  for  the  "first  time." 

5.  One  that  does  not  surround  herself  with  sistern 
and  park  all  over  the  U.  H.  steps,  blocking  traffic  and 
making  everybody  climb  over  and  around  them. 

6.  One  that  does  not  have  to  use  powder,  rouge, 
etc.,  and  yet  is  a  knockout  for  good  looks. 

7.  .  .  .  Ours.  .  .  .  Altho  she  conforms  to  none  of 
the  foregoing  requirements. 


REFLECTION 

I  think  that  girls  are  useless  things- 
Their   actions   prove  it  every   day ; 
We  get  the  blame  for  what  they  do, 
'Tis  girls  ivho  lead  the  men  astray. 

Tho'  other  folk  may  disagree 
Yet  one  and  all  must  truly  own 
When  Father  Adam  lost  his  rib 
Somebody  surely  pulled  a  bone. 

FAMOUS  HEARTS 

to  


Have  a- 


Francis  Bret 
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IF  EVERYONE  WERE  A  WASHINGTON 

Our  Prof. :  "There's  no  use  in  my  telling  you  all 
this;  it  won't  do  you  any  good.  But  I  just  want  to 
show  you  how  much  I  know  about  it." 

Any  Student:  "Sorry  prof,  but  I  don't  know  any- 
thing about  this  subject.  You  see  my  turn  to  read 
the  textbook  that  belongs  to  the  house  doesn't 
come  until  next  week." 

Any  Congressman:  "No,  Pve  never  done  any- 
thing here  at  Washington.  I  talk  a  lot  and  send 
copies  to  m)'  constituents  of  speeches  I  never  made 
before  Congress.     They  fall  for  it." 

A  Coed :  "My  dear  boy,  you  aren't  the  only  one 
I  ever  loved.  I'm  only  making  a  collection  of  fra- 
ternity pins,  and  I  think  I've  just  about  nailed 
yours." 

An  Automobile  Salesman :  "This  car  is  a  back 
number.  The  market  is  shot  and  we'll  sell  a  car  for 
anything  we  can  get  for  it.  However,  by  getting  this 
car  you  will  have  the  opportunity  of  buying  a  new 
car  oftener." 

A  Californian  :  "The  stuff  we  tell  you  about  our 
climate  is  the  bunk.  Florida  has  it  all  over  this 
state." 

There  wouldn't  be  any  liars,  and  Harvey  Wood- 
ruff couldn't  have  'The  first  liar  ain't  got  no  chance 
department.'." 

All  the  newspapers  would  go  bankrupt. 


WHAT  A  PUZZLE! 

The  man  was  strolling  along  one  of  the  campus 
walks  describing  audibly,  in  the  most  eloquent  and 
flowery  language,  the  surrounding  scenery. 

A  coed  upon  noticing  this  phenomenon  remarked 
cynically  to  her  side-kick :  "Say,  what's  the  matter 
with  that  guy?  Is  he  in  love  with  someone  else  or 
is  he  a  prof?" 

The  other  dumdora  replied,  "Neither,  he's  been 
doing  cross-word  puzzles  and  is  just  trying  out 
some  of  the  new  words  he  learned." 


Parplo  1>2^T 


TO  BE  OR  NOT  TO  BE 

Announcing  the  Engagement 
by  Marjorie  Mallory 

A  few  of  the  Delta  Cheeses  are  draped  about.  The 
subject  under  discussion  is  the  attitude  of  the  vari- 
ous absent  members  toward  petting.  Dot  is  holding 
the  group  picture  from  last  year's  annual,  checking  ofif. 

Dot :     Lessee — How  about  Doris  ? 

Chorus,  unanimously — Of  course!  Pets  like  a 
windmill.  '.S  how  she  gets  'em.  (From  this  we  are 
juslilied  in  surmising  that  Doris  is  one  of  the  most 
|K)pular  members  of   the  chapter.) 

Dot— Well,  here's  Myra. 

Chorus,  emphatically — NO  ! 

First  soprano  solo — She  never  got  the  chance. 

Second  ditto — Virtue  is  its  own   retard. 

Alto — Only  the  good  die  stung. 

Chorus — Poor  Myra  ! 

(The  bell   for  study  hour  rings.) 

Prudence,  the  Conscientious — Do  you  hear  that 
bell? 

Billy,  facetiously — It  has  a  familiar  ring ! 

(She  is  properly  subdued  by  the  departing  throng.) 

Prudence  studies  diligently  for  a  moment.  Enter 
Martha.  It  is  evident  from  her  kittenish  manner  that 
Martha  has  something  on   her  mind. 

Prudence,  resignedly — Well,  spill  it. 

Martha — I  want  your  advice,  Prue  dear.  Shall  I, 
or  shall  I  not  announce  my  engagement  to  Boh? 

Prue,  coldly — Why  Bob?  Ha\cn't  vou  Phil's  ])in 
too? 

Martha — Yes,  but  you  see.  Bob  sent  me  five  pounds 
of  candy  lod;iy,  and  I  hate  to  ]iass  up  such  a  splendid 
ch.ince. 

Prue — Well,  you  may  as  well  do  il.  The  chapter 
will  have  the  benefit  of  the  fi\c  pountis,  any  way. 

Martha — Thanks,  Prue:  Aou'xe  heljied  me  a  lot! 
\in\  won't   tell  a  soul,  will  )(ni?     (ioodbye. 

Billy  is  reading  'flu-  Way  of  .III  Flesh.  There  is  a 
Icnock.     Billy,  glad  of  a  respite — Opportunitw  enter! 

Martha,  entering  timidly — Billy,  1  ha\e  a  weighty 
])roblem  on  my  niiiul,  .uid  only  you  can  lielj)  me. 

Billy,  flippantly — How  can  I  give  you  the  benefit  of 
my  stupendous  intellect  ? 

Martha — Shall  I  announce  ni\-  engagement  to  Bob 
at  this  week's  cosey,  or  not? 

Billy — Oh,  by  all  means  I  The  (iimme  I'its  have 
announced  three  since  we  list  criished  through.  Peo- 
l)le  will  begin  saving  things  .ihout  our  popularity. 

Martha — Thank    you    s(i    nnu-li.    Billy.      You    have 


liel|)ed  me  tremendously.  And  now,  you  won't  in- 
dicate by  a  sign,  even,  that  I've  so  much  as  entertained 
the  idea,  will  you? 

An  hour  later  Doris  comes  into  Martha's  room 
with  a  coy  smile.  Doris,  Coaxingly — May  I  borrow 
some  theme  paper? 

Martha,  unenthusiastically —  I  s'pose  so. 

Doris,  placatingly — I'll  buy  you  a  new  package  next 
week. 

Martha — Doris,  you're  a  woman  of  experience;  ad- 
vise me.  Sh;dl  I  announce  my  engagement  to  Bob 
this  week? 

Doris,  all  enthusiasm — Oh,  do !  It  will  be  so  near 
St.  Valentine's  day  that  you  can  have  hearts  and  all 
that  sort  of  stufif. 

Martha — Look  here,  who  do  you  think  I  am, 
Creases? 

Friday  afternoon  finds  such  a  complete  gathering  of 
the  chapter  as  would  delight  the  president  beyond 
telling.  They  sit,  the  picture  of  innocence.  Of  course 
no  one  would  dream  of  revealing  Martha's  secret; 
yet  there  is  a  noticeable  air  of  expectancy  on  their 
faces.     Martha  does  not  come. 

At  length,  there  is  a  step  on  the  stair,  and  Prue 
appears,  with  face  of  astounding  longitude.  Hearts 
fall. 

Prue,  almost  speechless  with  emotion — Girls !  Look 
what  I  found  in  my  mail-box — a  note  from  Martha. 
(She  reads) — "Dear  Prue:  Bob  and  I  have  broken 
off;  so  I  guess  that  queers  the  party.  I'm  on  my  way 
home  for  the  week-end.  Square  me  with  the  girls. 
Love,  Mart." 

Bewildered  chorus,  snatching  at  straws — But  the 
candy  ? 

Prue — I  had  to  break  it  to  you  by  degrees.  In  her 
postscript  she  says — "I  gave  the  five  pounds  to  the 
scrub-woman ;  the  very  sight  of  it  made  me  ill." 

There  is  a  dead  silence.  Then  the  faltering  voice 
of  the  owner  of  the  house  is  heard. 

Hostess — And  I  was  counting  on  her  for  refresh- 
ments ! 


Teacher:     \Vhere  do  pearls  come  from? 
Little  boy :     Oysters. 

Teachers :     And  where  do  diamonds  come  from  ? 
Little  girl:     From  fish. 


Pcirplo  PangT 


THE  WOES  OF  A  FROSH 

"Oh  l)rothers,  what  shall  I  do?  I'm  in  a  terrible 
state.  I  can't  sleep.  I  can't  eat.  I  go  around  with 
my  mind  in  a  daze.  I  spend  hours  walking  the 
streets  at  night  thinking  or  trying  to  think  of  other 
things.  But  I  can't  tear  my  thoughts  away ;  they 
always  go  back  to  the  same  subject.  I  have  a  funny 
gone  feeling  inside  of  me.  I  don't  know  what  it  is. 
Oh  why  was  I  born  to  be  made  to  suffer  this  way? 
Is  there  no  help?  Haven't  you  ever  been  hit  like 
this?     Have  j'ou  no  sympathy?" 

Brothers  in  Unison:  "Well,  well,  so  Freshie  has 
been  caught  by  some  fair  coed." 

"Naw,  you  dumbells,  I  just  flunked  hygiene." 


^^|i§) 


Coeds  claim  that  they  aren't  slaves  today,  but  I  see 
that  most  of  them  are  chained  to  their  vanities. 

Ho  Hum! 


FARE  ENOUGH! 


My  Clementine,  you're  made  of  ice 
And  frozen  solidly. 
But,  oh  beloved,  when  you  melt, 
Just  think  how  wet  I'll  be. 


YE  COLLEG' 

See  the  little  college  boy, 

Ravishing  and  bold. 
Big  galoshes,  aren't  they  coy? — 

So  he  won't  take  cold. 

See  the  trousers,  big  and  wide. 
Flapping  round  his  shins. 

Are  there  petticoats  inside 
To  protect  his  pins? 

See  the  nifty  coat  he  wears 
Made  of  raccoon  skins 

Do  you  wonder  father  swears 
When  the  bills  come  in? 

See  him  as  he  poses  there.   .  .  . 

Ain't  his  manner  cute? 
Cagey  hat  and  varnished  hair 

Ain't  his  tie  a  beaut? 

Look  him  over,  girls,  I  pray. 

Aren't  you  filled  with  pride? 
You  made  him  what  he  is  today- 

I  hope  you're  satisfied  ! 
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BLESS  OUR  HEART;   IT'S  BUSTED  AGAIN 

What  with  Valentine's  Day  here,  and  occasional  southern  breezes  melting  the  ice  and  bringing  slush 
to  gladden  our  winter-depressed  spirits  and  moisten  our  feet,  our  heart  palpitates  with  the  joyous  pros- 
pect of  again  listing  to  the  blithesome  birds  that  chirrup  under  our  window  at  4  A.  M.,  to  the  sound 
of  the  early  thrush  and  the  earlier  milkman  whose  happy  song  breaks  the  new-born  hush  of  morning,  as 
his  bottles  clink  together  most  musically. 

Again  we  gaze  pensively  at  jeweler's  windows,  inspect  the  clasp  on  our  pin,  and  send  our  suit  to 
be  pressed.  Again  the  telephone  wires  become  warmed  with  the  fervor  of  our  line,  and  the  old  bus  de- 
velops new  rattles  as  she  bounces  gaily  over  the  rutty  spring  roads.  Again  we  come  home  with  pow- 
der on  our  coat  sleeve  and  rouge  stains  on  our  checks,  and  again  the  classmate  picks  long  blond  hairs 
ofF  our  collar  during  our  eight  o'clocks. 

Once  again  old  St.  Valentine  gets  his  customary  annual  publicity  as  the  stationery  stores  say  it 
with  paper  lace  and  the  florists  say  it  on  the  first  of  the  month.  Again  the  succulent  chocolate  cream 
gallops  dormward  in  5-pound  boxes,  and  cozies  are  thronged  with  delighted  girls,  eager  to  hear  the  news 
which  has  already  spread  far  and  wide. 


Despite  any  subterranean  slumbers  of  the  groundhog,  spring  flies  northward  on  blossom-laden 
wing,  and  all  indications  are  that  the  piers  along  the  beach  will  soon  be  free  of  restricting  ice  floes. 
Once  again  chapel  cuts  will  mount  up,  and  classes  will  show  increasing  mortality.  In  short,  we're  all 
set  for  overcuts,  and  our  heart  is  on  our  sleeve.     You  to  the  spring,  let  cuts  fall  where  they  may. 


WANTED:     AN  EMANCIPATOR 

Slavery,  according  to  our  history  profs,  was  abolished  by  a  fellow  named  Lincoln  along  about 
1865.  Then,  too,  we  dimly  remember,  there  was  some  kind  of  a  war  that  had  something  to  do,  though 
perhaps  more  or  less  indirectly,  with  this  slavery  idea.  Then  why,  for  the  love  of  mud,  must  we  grind 
our  joyous  hearts  in  close  confinement  as  we  labor  to  the  tune  of  study?  Slavery  abolished?  Well,  maybe. 

We're  all  for  abolition.  What'U  we  do,  then?  Cut  out  all  the  study,  and  let  the  profs  lecture. 
Let  attendance  at  classes  be  the  method  of  grading,  rather  than  the  result  of  exams.  Good  idea,  of 
course,  but  what'U  we  gain?  Which  is  the  greate,-  slavery,  slavery  to  four  years  of  study,  which  is 
another  word  for  enlightenment,  or  slavery  to  igno-ance,  mental  laziness,  and  physical  idleness?  The 
real  freedom,  you  will  agree,  is  mental,  rather  than  physical.  And  it  is  mental  freedom  which  we  are 
acquiring  by  enlarging  our  minds — by  the  application  of  mental  exercise  to  expand  our  mental  limits. 
We  live  in  an  age  where  the  mental,  rather  than  the  physical,  is  the  important  consideration.  It  fol- 
lows, then,  that  it  is  mental  freedom  which  we  must  acquire,  if  we  desire  a  permanent  abolition  of 
slavery. 


LOOK   WHAT   GEORGE   DID 

When  George  fatally  nicked  the  fruit  tree  an  1  came  home  to  papa  with  a  bloody  hatchet,  and 
imblushingly  admitted  the  facts  of  the  case,  he  sta-ted  something  from  which  this  truth-infested  coun- 
try has  never  been  wholly  able  to  rid  itself.  "Honesty  is  the  best  policy";  "Tell  the  truth  and  shame 
the  devil" ;  you  know  'em  all.  What  this  country  needs  is  a  good  conscienceless  unblushing  liar  with  a 
national  reputation,  to  start  things  going  in  the  right  direction.  There  have  been  a  few,  of  course,  and 
the  politicians  we  have  always  with  us.  The  trouble  with  the  politicians,  though,  is  that  they  attempt 
to  give  a  semblance  of  truth  to  what  they  tell  us,  and  we  believe  them,  and  probably  never  fully  appre- 
ciate what  a  really  good  tall  story  is.  And,  of  course,  there  are  the  athletes,  who  all  turn  bond  sales- 
men, and  do  their  best.  But  these  really  are  comparatively  ineffective.  Let's  have  some  initiative. 
What  are  we  being  sent  to  college  for,  anyway?  We  must  have  some  good  stories.  Bring  'em  on. 
We're  all  set  to  disbelieve. 


CATCH  'EM   YOUNG,  HAROLD! 

Now  that  the  grim  reaper  has  done  his  stuff,  and  those  of  us  who  have  fallen  by  the  wayside  are 
climbing  out  of  the  mud  and  wondering  where  to  go  next,  we  are  gradually  becoming  accustomed  to 
going  to  Fisk  at  10:30  instead  of  to  Harris,  or  wherever  it  was  we  went  last  semester.  We  have  learned 
the  names  of  our  new  profs,  and  have  already  satisfied  our  curiosity  as  to  what  sort  of  ties  they  wear, 
whether  they  like  lots  of  questions,  and  whether  they  are  amenable  to  the  glad  hand  and  ready  smile 
after  recitations. 

And  now  that  the  personnel  of  the  freshman  class  has  been  reduced  to  encompassable  proportions, 
and  the  survivors  have  been  sobered  by  the  fall  of  their  comrades,  we  should  have  a  higher  brand  of 
scholarship.  Those  who  are  left  to  be  initiated  have  a  somewhat  more  serious  outlook,  and  perhaps  a 
somewhat  larger  appreciation  of  the  idea  of  study.  Those  who  are  still  in  school  but  have  not  acquired 
the  necessary  ten  hours  will  have  a  new  incentive  and  a  larger  driving  force  to  serious  effort. 

Tightening  up  on  freshman  scholarship  by  university  authorities  is,  of  course,  the  use  of  the  "sur- 
vival of  the  fittest"  principle,  and  well,  of  course,  result  in  fitter  survivals.  While  Polly's  heart  grieves 
for  those  of  his  friends  who  failed  to  make  the  grade,  he  nevertheless  favors  an  enforcement  of  a  higher 
standard  of  scholarship,  and  strict  attention  to  freshman  accomplishments  is  the  best  way.  Get  'em  while 
they're  young,  Harold.     We're  all  for  you. 

Fifteen 


COEDS  THROUGH  THE  AGES 


by  The  Indian 


The   ,i;irls   of   Prc-historic   days, 
Around  the  Xcolithic  U.. 

Mad  many  \.i:i;,(i;-nc  little 
ways 
And  were  sophisticated 
too. 
They  never  pulled  a  blase 

bluff 
But  always  fell  for  cave- 
man stuff. 

And     when     their     lovers 
came  to  call 
With  club  in  hand  their 
love  to  show 
I  They     waited     for     each 
blow  to  fall 
And  when  it  knocked  them  for  a  row, 
They'd  grasp  their  lover's  round  the  throat 
And  vamp  them  for  a  new  fur  coat.  -  - -  - 


^#1; 


The  coeds  round  the  River  Nile, 
When  Cleopatra  did  her  stuff, 

Thot  necking  parties  quite  the  style 
And  never  seemed  to  get  enough. 

They  roamed  among  the  sandy  dunes 

Beneath  the  soft  Egyptian  moons. 


y^S® 


The     old     god,     Amnion, 
gave  a  grin 
And  oft  with  Isis  traded 
winks 

As   some   young  Pharoah 
lost  his  pin 
Within   the   shadow   of 
the  Sphinx 

For  'Gyptian  coeds,  I  be- 
lieve. 

Were    then,    as   now,    ac- 
f|uisitive. 


Collegiate  brawls  when  Rome  was  great 
Were  happenings  where  of  to  spiel. 

Great  Bacchus  ruled  in  liquid  state 
And  coeds  shook  a  wicked  heel. 


They  danced  and  frolicked 
all  the  nite 

While  Roman  candles  fur- 
nished light. 


In  chariots  they  rode  for 
thrills 
And  ne\-er  thot  of  walk- 
ing back. 

They    Romed    about    the 
Seven  Hills 
And     for     new     clothes 
could  never  lack : 

They'd  drape  themselves  within  a  towel 

And,  stepping  out,  would  make  Rome  howl. 
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In  days  when  knighthood 
came  to  light 
The    coeds    rated    aces 
high. 

They  parked  their  colors 
on  a  knight 
.\nd    he   went    forth   to 
do  or  die. 

And  for  a  smile  or  gaunt- 
let then 

The  knights  slew  dragons, 
eight  or  ten. 


Demureness,  shyness  were  their  charms, 
They  thot  their  constitutions  frail ; 

Yet  they  were  hugged  by  iron-clad  arms 
And  lived  to  tell  their  kids  the  tale. 

They  slung  their  line  in  manner  free 

While  parked  upon  an  armored  knee. 


Ooijl^f^g^J 


The  coeds  of  Queen  Betty's  Age 

Were  really  thot  the  weaker  sex. 
And  everywhere  it  was  the  rage 

To  wear  starched  ruffs  around  their  necks 

That     kept     the     fellows, 


small  or  great. 
From    getting    too 
tionate. 


affec 


These  pampered   darlings 
were  so  vain 
They  got  no  mud  upon 
their  boats. 
But,  when  the  ground  was 
soft  with  rain, 
Trod    gaily   over  fresh- 
pressed  coats. 


Yet  any  coed  in  the  clan 

Could  smoke  a  pipe  just  like  a  man. 
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When 
The 


grandad  off  to  college  went, 
coeds  smiled  in  Avinsome  way, 

And    he    his    meagre    pit- 
tance spent 
To  haul  them  in  a  one- 
hoss  chaise. 
The      reins      around     the 

whip  he'd  wind 
And  let  the  horse  his  own 
wav  find. 


!ut  when   they   chose   to 
throw  a   dance 
I    fail   to   see   what  joy 
thev   found. 
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Their  petticoats  of  vast  expanse 

Were  twenty-seven  feet  around! 
And  coeds  had  no  limbs  as  yet 
But  only  shoes  and  pantalette. 


The    Pilgrim    maidens    so 
I'm  told 
Were  quite  convention- 
al, you  know. 

Their    lovers    ne'er    grew 
over  bold 
When  eyes  said  "speed," 
and  lips  "go  slow." 

All     sorts     of    roughness 
they  decried — 

And   let   their   conscience 
be  their  guide.. 
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Tho  bound  by  Puritanic  laws. 

You  needn't  think  their  methods  punk 
For  one  of  them,  Priscilla  'twas, 

First  started  all  this  leap  year  bunk. 
One  kiss — and  John — or  so  'tis  said. 
Would  fill  ten  Injuns  full  of  lead! 


The  modern  coed?     Gaze  and  grin! 

No  clinging  demoiselle  is  she; 
A  composite  of  all  that's  been 

And  lots  of  others  yet  to  be. 
\^'hate'er  the  hour,  going  fine 
She's  spouting  forth  a  potent  line. 
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She     wields    a    pick    and 
shovel    well ; 
Her   clothes  are   things 
prescribed  by  law. 
The    charm    with    which 
she  weaves  her  spell 
Is  but  the  paint  smeared 
on  her  jaw. 
And  if  you   don't  believe 

I'm  right 
Just   get   a   date   with  one 
some  night. 


Piirplo  PaiioT 
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THE  BELTED  EARL 


WELL,  DID  YOU  EVER? 

Oh  tell  me,  did  you  ever 

Take  her  riding  in  your  flivver 

Out  beside  a  placid  river 

Or  along  the  lake  shore  road? 
When  the  big  moon,  slowly  risin' 
O'er  the  dim  and  faint  horizon, 
In  a  manner   most  surprisin' , 

Gold  on  every  wave  bestowed? 

Did  you  stop  your  zuagon's  hissin'? 

Merely  pause  a  bit  to  listen, 

And  to  watch  the  moonbeams  glisten 

From  the  dancing  wavelets  there. 
With  your  spirit  so  elated 
And  your  brain  intoxicated, 
With  the  fragrance  emanated 

From  the  ringlets  of  her  hair? 

Tho  you  felt  yourself  a  bounder, 
Did  yon  put  your  arm  around  her. 
And  she  never  made  a  sound  nor 

Hinted  that  it  zvasn't  right. 
Nor  greiv  any  bit  the  colder? 
Did  you  grow  the  least  bit  bolder 
When  her  head  was  on  your  shoulder 

And  her  lips  were  set  just  right? 

Then,   if  finally  you   kissed  her. 
Did  she  rise  and  call  you  "Mister"? 
Plant  upon  your  map  a  blister 

And  declare  your  conduct  bad? 
Or  as  I,  start  tip  your  craft  for 
Her  own  dormitory  rafter — 
And  then  wonder  ever  after 

If  she'd  minded  if  you  had? 


HALF  HOURS    WITH    THE   FACULTY 
(As  the  newspapers  would  have  us  believe) 

The  pale,  dim  light  of  morning  is  creeping  into 
the  classroom  of  the  English  seminar.  It  creeps 
slowly — it  has  been  out  all  night — until  it  reaches 
a  tuxedoed  body  flung  across  the  platform  under  the 
professor's  desk,  either  dead  or  drunk.  Probably 
both.  In  the  corner  a  necking  party  is  going  on. 
He  couldn't  afford  to  drive  through  the  park  again. 

Enter  professor.  He  is  dressed  in  a  white  skat- 
ing costume,  bare  knees,  with  a  green  carnation  in 
his  buttonhole.  In  his  hand  is  a  leatherbound  edi- 
tion of  Elinor  Glyn — autographed.  He  goes  up  to 
the  drunk  and  kicks  him  speculatively. 

Prof:     Glad  to  see  you  here,  boy. 

Stude  :  (coming  to  weakly)  'Salright,  boy,  the 
fraternity   house  was  full. 

Prof:  (Climbing  behind  desk  and  taking  out 
forty-four)  Well,  boy,  apprecite — (seeing  necking 
party)      Cheerio,  over  there. 

Necking  party  merely  embrace  again  passionate- 
ly.    Enter  rest  of  the  studes,  singing. 

Song: 

I  think  that  it's  time  to  have  a  drink, 
I  think  that  it's  time  to  have  a  drink, 
I  think  that  it's  time  to  have  a  drink, 
For  the  benefit  of  youse  guys  and  I. 

Prof:  (smiling)  Well,  I  guess  you  got  me  that 
time.  Step  in  line  if  you  got  your  own  glasses.  If 
you  haven't  wait  until  the  rest  are  through. 

He  takes  out  bottle  and  his  own  glass  from  the 
inside  of  the  desk,  pours  himself  a  stiff  one,  and 
sits  down.  A  slim,  faunlike  creature,  with  iodent 
teeth,  slips  up  and  settles  on  his  knee. 

Prof:  (playfully)  Well,  hello,  kid.  where  did  you 
come  from  ? 

Kid  :     Been  out  on  a  toot  last  night — 

Prof:      (sympathetically)   Yeah? 

Kid :  But  I  just  had  to  drop  in  and  see  my  daddy 
before  I  went  home. 

Prof:  Have  a  heart,  kid,  not  so  loud.  \Miat'd 
this  bunch  think  if  they  knew  I  was  married? 

Kid :  That's  what  I  dropped  in  about.  Some 
drunk  hit  ma  in  the  head  with  a  bottle  last  night 
and  she's  dead. 

Prof:     Yeah?    Say,  that's  great.     W^on't  you  have 
a  drink  before  you  get  going? 
Kid:     Does  a  duck  swim? 

This  is  the  cue  for  the  drinking  song  again,  in 
which  all  but  the  necking  party  join. 
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WHATA  LIFE 
(With  profuse  apologies  to  R.  L.  S.) 

In  summer  I  can  sleep  'till  noon 
And  late  at  night  I  sit  and  spoon. 
In  winter  quite  the  other  way 
I  have  an  eight  o'clock  each  day! 

I  have  to  go  to  class  and  see 
The  prof  turn  piercing  eyes  on  me 
And  ask  me  what  mitosis  is 
And  soon  I  kiiozv  he'll  spring  a  quiz. 

And  does  it  not  seem  hard  to  yon, 
When  I  coidd  sleep  the  morning  thru 
And  my  soft  bed  begs  me  to  stay. 
To  have  an  eight  o'clock  each  day! 


HYMN  OF  HATE 

Of  all  the  afflictions 

With  which  man  is  cursed, 
My  firmest  conviction's 

That  this  is  the  worst: 
The  cross-word  fanatic — 

That  triple-threat  pain, 
With  manner  erratic — 

JJ' ho  drives  us  insane. 

"0  give  me  a  zvord  of  three  letters  or  so 
Beginning  zvith  "Q"   and   that  means   'white   a; 

snow' — 
And  a  six  letter  synonym  for  'precious  stones', 
A  river  in  Denmark,  a  word  meaning  'bones'  " . 

He  ceaslessly  belters 

For  words  to  fit  in; 
In  attics  or  cellars — 

A  horrible  din. 
We.  cannot  avoid  him, 

His  clamor  won't  cease 
Until  we've  destroyed  him — 

Ajid  then   we'll  have  peace! 

0  give  me  a  shot  gun — or  hand  me  the  ax! 

I'll  swear  a  vendetta  and  follow  his  tracks. 
I'll  chop  him  to  pieces  and  break  all  his  bones. 

And  list  with  delight  to  his  last  dying  groans! 

And  ZL'hen  he  has  perished, 

'Tis  sad  to  relate, 
His  memory  itncherished — 

How  azvful  his  fate! 
St.  Peter  will  scoff  him! 

In  Hadesf    Not  there! 
Like  Mahomet's  Coffin 

He'll  hang  in  mid-air! 

For  out  into  space  he  can  fly  with  the  birds 

With  no  one  to  bother  his  search  for  new  words. 
Then  Heaven  and  Hell  can  go  on  as  before 
And  Earth  will  be  rid  of  this  thrice-cursed  bore! 


Idealist  (M)  :  I'd  go  down  on  my  knees  and  die 
for  you ! 

Realist  (F)  :  Would  you  stand  on  your  feet  and 
work  for  me  ? 


There  was   a  young  girl   from   Purdue 
A  great  gob  of  spearmint  did  chue ; 

She  lost  it  one  night 

When  she  turned  out  the  light ; 
But  she  found  it  next  day  on  her  shue. 


ITS    THE      BlCr&ER. 
TMinGS     IM     LIFE 
THPiT     REALLY 
COUrNT 
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FLAMING  YOUTH 

The  lovers  of  a  bygone  day 

Would  sing  her  praise  in  tuneful  lay, 
But  s-uitors  of  the  modern  miss 

Concoct  a  song  someivhat  like  this: 

"Saw  listen,  Kid,  I  like  your  looks, 

Your  penciled  eyebrows,  shingled  roof. 
You  make  a  bluff  with  all  those  books, 
But.  say,  you  shake  a  wicked  hoof. 

"Let's  hit  the  trail  to  some  fast  joint 

Where  Jasz  is  played  the  whole  night  thru. 
Our  throats  with  ***  we'll  anoint 

And  shozv  the  zvorld  a  thing  or  trwo. 

"Go  crawl  yourself  into  a  zv-rap, 

I'll  twist  the  flivver's  tail  and  we 
Safe  hid  within  this  rattle-trap. 
Can  have  a  red-hot  petting  bee." 

And  so  it  goes — on  every  hand 
It  seems  to  be  in  great,  demand, 

And  zvhen  you  think  'twould  make  them  sore 
They  drink  it  in  and  ask  for  more. 

And  so  I  rise  and  broadcast  here 
To  all  who  lend  a  listening  ear : 

I  think  we'll  one  and  all  agree 
The  modern  maid's  a  mystery. 


PICTURES 

The  bureau  of  my  room-mate  is  covered  with  pic- 
tures. .  .  .  pictures  of  girls.  .  .  .  beautiful  girls.  .  .  . 
clever  girls.  .  .  .  light,  dark  and  titian-tressed  girls 
....  Photos  neatly  framed  and  affectionately  auto- 
graphed. .  .  . 

Everyone  gazes  in  wonder  at  this  varied  assortment 
of  beauty  and  my  roommate  is  well  known  as  a 
fusser.  .  .  . 

But  all  of  this  glistening  array  means  nothing,  for 
the  pictures  are  photos  of  movie  actresses  and  any  sap 
can  get  them  by  writing  to  Hollywood.  .  .  . 

My  dresser  is  empty  except  for  one  lone  picture.  .  . 
But  the  girl  who  reigns  in  solitary  state  is  the  most 
wonderful  girl  in  the  world.  .  .  .  For  she  is  my  kid 
sister  and  every  week  she  sends  me  a  big  box  of  home- 
made candy. 


I've  raised  a  lot  of  families,  says  the  elevator  boy. 


Demented  Dent  Student  testing  the  theory  that 
four  out  of  five  have  it. 
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THE  STORY  OF  LAPSY 

by 

John  Henry  Countess 

Our  heroine's  name  is  Lapsy.  Have  any  of  you 
children  ever  heard  that  name  before?  No?  Well, 
neither  have  we.     It's  ficticious. 

"L"  stands  for  Louise;  "A"  stands  for  Alice;  "P" 
stands  for  Pauline;  "S"  is  for  Sonia;  and  "Y"  is  for 
Yvette.     Lapsy !     Sweet  name. 

Our  young  friend  was  born  a  great  many  years 
ago;  in  1904  A.  D.  to  be  exact.  By  feminine  arith- 
metic that  makes  her  17  next  month.  Although  her 
father  was  a  business  man  and  her  mother  was  the 
wife  of  a  business  man  Lapsy  was  born  with  the  soul 
of  an  artist  and  learned  to  paint  after  the  fashion  at 
an  early  age.  She  has  since  become  quite  an  adept 
at  art  and  beside  painting  has  learned  to  draw  with 
the  aid  of  a  stricken  match  and  a  Chesterfield. 

Space  is  limited  so  we  must  skip  over  her  history 
in  a  hurry.  During  her  early  years  she  fell  in  and  out 
of  love  with  startling  abruptness,  so  when  she  finally 
matriculated  at  the  university  she  had  acquired  an  in- 
trigumg  "past"  that  was  more  intriguing  than  it  was 
past.  In  college  she  found  a  larger  field  of  saps  from 
which  she  could  pick  and  choose  than  she  had  had  in 
high  school.  She  picked  clean  everyone  she  chose, 
too. 

Some  women  have  a  passion  for  lots  of  clothes  and 
brilliant  men.  Lapsy  didn't.  She  liked  evening  gowns 
and  college  boys.  Her  pet  saying  during  her  hectic 
four  years  was,  "The  more  a  man  learns  about  women 
the  better  pupil  he  is." 

When  a  man  said,  "Lapsy's  a  pretty  little  beggar," 
somebody  was  sure  to  say,  "Not  so  pretty,"  or  "Not 
so  little,"  or  "She  is  beautiful,"  or  make  some  other 
such  remark  like  that. 

In  recounting  Lapsy's  history  it  would  be  unfair  not 
to  mention  her  dancing.  She  just  "adored"  dancing 
and  dancing  on  a  dime  with  three  cents  change  was 
the  one  thing  that  she  would  rather  do  than  eat  or 
ride  the  leather  cushions  so  you  can  see  that  it  was 
quite  a  hobby  of  hers. 

Oh  Oh !  We  haven't  mentioned  a  single  thing  about 
the  thing  all  little  boys  and  girls  are  supposed  to  go 
to  school  for!  To  study.  To  tell  you  the  truth, 
though,  we  feel  justified  in  leaving  that  out  of  this 
story  for  Lapsy  did  too.  But  she  got  good  marks. 
Oh  yes.  Lapsy  had  that  "You  sweet  old  dear"  look 
in  her  eyes  whenever  she  saw  one  of  her  profs.    And 


you  know  the  personal  complexes  of  the  "sweet  old 
dears"  just  subconciously  gave  her  a  whole  herd  of 
"A's."     Oh  yes. 

We  must,  in  justice,  admit  that  Lapsy  isn't  a  typi- 
cal Coed.  Oh  no.  \\'e  know  several  whose  fathers 
were  professional  men. 


I  love  a  little  Coed 

Who  always  eats  her  fill ; 

The  nicest  thing  about  it,  though. 

Is  that  she  pays  the  bill. 


SONG  WITHOUT  MUSIC 

Pause  a  moment,  reader 

My  tale  will  soon  he  told. 
I  found  a  little  coed 

Quite  lovely  to  behold. 
I  dated  with  this  coed — 

And,  when  not  repelled, 
I  found  the  little  coed 

Quite  lovely  to  beheld. 
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lust  gaze  at  that  Freshman!     The  fellozvs,  forsooth 
jlre  firmly  agreed  that  she  sure  is  a  beaner 

Look  'er  over,  Old  Timer,  and  tell  me  the  truth — 
What  is  it  you  think    of  her  blase  demeanor? 

The  limit?    Old  Timer,  you're  putting  it  mild — 
Let's  zvrite  it  so  strongly  that  time  cannot  dim  it 

And  say  that  this  utterly  precocious  child 
Is  the  very  last  hair  on  the  tail  of  the  limit. 


A  TRIBUTE 

Jl'hen  J'm  feeling  energetic 
Or  my  mood  becomes  poetic, 
yhid  I  drop  the  pose  of  cynic 

Jl'hile  I  pen  a  little  rhyme, 
Will  it  be  a  verse  hticolic 
With  an  atmosphere  carbolic 
Filled  zuith  phrases  vitriolic, 

Upon  zvhich  I  spend  my  time? 
No!    Til  waste  no  time  upon  it — 

My  rezvard  zvill  be  a  smile 
For  I'll  zcrlte  a  little  sonnet 

To  the  girl  across  the  aisle. 

When  the  day  is  dark  and  dreary 
And  my  brain  is  numb  and  zveary 
She  is  ever  bright  and  cheery 

With  her  clever  little  quips. 
And  she  notes  my  hesitation 
As  I  start  a  recitation 
And  supf^lies  the  information 

That  comes  pouring  from  my  lips! 
So!  Whatever  be  my  malad. 

I'll  forget  it  for  a  zvhile 
And — I'll  pen  a  little  ballad 

To  the  girl  across  the  aisle. 


mSi 


FLUNKING  THE  EX 

(With  exam,  season's  greetings  to  Terryson) 
Postman  and  a  yellow  slip, 
A  flunk-notice  for  me 

And  let  there  be  no  laughter  gay  and  flip 
When  my  grade  is  an  "E." 

They  said  it  was  a  cinch  as  courses  go, 
(Now  this  appealed  to  me) 
But  soon  I  found,  alas,  it  was  not  so. 
I  got  that  "E." 

Exes  and  some  other  "D's" 

The  profs  think  I'm  a  fool 

But  let  there  be  no  snicker,  if  you  please 

When   I  flunk  out  of  school. 

For  tho  I  leave  this  campus  with  good  grace 
I'll  linger  round  about 

And  someday  meet  my  old  prof  face  to  face 
And  lay  him  out. 


A  Basketball  Star  Gets  A  Free  Throw 
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SONG  FOR  A  SENIOR 
(Congrats.  Mr.  Kipling) 

I've  learned  quite  a  lot  about  zvoiueii. 

The  average  J  the  dumb,  the  sublime; 
And  I've  taken  great  pride  in  the  process, 

For  I've  known  quite  a  few  in  my  time. 
I've  dabbled  in  co-education. 

And  flaunted  each  frail  as  a  peach; 
But  e'en  though  their  numbers  be  legion 

I've  learned  something  different  from  each. 

At  first  I  zvent  out  zvith  a  senior 

When  I  zvas  a  freshman  and  dumb, 
Who  taught  me  collegiate  manners 

And  kept  me  right  under  her  thumb. 
Were  I  broke  she  bought  eats  and  the  tickets. 

We  missed  naught  that  chanced  to  occur. 
I  fell  for  her  sophistication — 

And  I  learned  about  zvoiiicn  from  her. 

As  a  sophomore  I  gazed  at  a  junior, 

A  truly  delectable  miss. 
Who  bought  the  prom  ticket  I  paid  for 

And  taught  me  the  right  way  to  kiss. 
We  often  stepped  out  to  the  movies; 

At  walking  she  didn't  demur. 
But  this  lady  eloped  with  a  plumber — 

And  I  learned  about  women  from  her. 

I  zvent  with  a  sophomore  lassie 

When  I  was  a  junior  blase, 
Who  captured  the  pin  from  my  bosom 

In  a  tridy  remarkable  way. 
I  fed  her  zv-ith  costly  abandon 

And  still  got  the  gate,  as  it  zvere. 
For  she  asked  some  one  else  to  her  formal 

And  I  learned  about  women  from  her. 

And  last,  as  a  dignified  senior, 

I  fell  for  a  little  frosh  jane; 
A  cute  little  innocent  pledgling 

With  an  infinitesimal  brain. 
She  petted,  if  out  in  a  taxi. 

And  the  costliest  shows  she'd  prefer ; 
But  I  zvas  just  one  of  a  dozen — 

And  I  learned  about  women  from  her. 

And  there  were  a  great  many  others, 
Good  and  broadminded  and  bad. 


Her  Golden  Wedding; 


'Twas  the  voice  of  a  medium, 

Thus  did  she  grieve 
To  a  crowd  at  a  midnight  seance: 

"It's  really  quite  difficult. 

Would  you  believe. 
To  summon  a  hypnotic  trance. 

"Yet  zvhen  I  fall  into  one. 

People,"  she  said, 
"The  rest  is  quite  easy  to  do! 

I  summon  the  spirits  and 

Talk  to  the  dead 
And  foretell  the  future  for  you!" 

A  voice  quite  collegiate 

Made  this  reply. 
As  the  medium  finished  her  plea: 

"This  thing  you  call  difficidt, 

I  don't  see  why, 
Is  a  simple  procedure  for  me. 

"For  every  so  frequently 
When  I'm  in  tune. 

Ere  all  my  mazuma  is  gone, 
I  seek  out  the.  spirits 
And  with  them  commune — 

A^id  the  trance  is  a  cinch  later  on. 


Full  many's  the  time  I've  been  jilted 

And  many's  the  lemon  I've.  had. 
Each  one  I  encountered  was  different 

Yet  ever  anon  would  I  fall 
And  they  aided  my  broad  education — 

For  I  learned  something  nezv  from  them  all. 
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If  This  Cross-Word  Craze  Keeps  On 


CATASTROPHE 

I'm  asking  you  to  listen 
To  a  brother's  cruel  fate. 

Misfortune  overtook  him 
While  preparing  for  a  date. 

For  his  collar  bone  was  broken^ 
And  his  spinal  column  hurt, 

When  he  tried  to  put  the  buttons 
In  a  hard  boiled  shirt. 

But  he  is  a  gritty  fellow 
As  his  friends  can  say. 

For  he  says  he'll  try  it  over 
When  he  gets  O.  K. 


NATURAL  HISTORY  SERIES 
A  Parable  of  Preliminary  Politics 

Those  were  doleful  days  in  Dinant  as  the  falling  of 
the  flood 

Left  a  myriad  mighty  marshes  and  a  miry  mass  of 
mud, 
Left  a  moist,  miasmic  morass  in  the  midst  of  muck 
and  mud  ! 

All   the  mastodons  and   mammoths  then   a   mighty 
meeting  called 

For   to    reason    out   a   rescue   for   the   beasts,    their 
brothers,  stalled. 
(Half  the  denizens  of  Dinant  deep  in  mire  and 
muck  were  stalled!) 

.\nd  the  bawling  beasts,  bewailing,  begged  assist- 
ance, asked  for  aid, 

While  the   meeting  of  the   mammoths  turned   into 
a  mass  parade. 
Each   clamoring  to   be   chosen   to   command   the 
cavalcade ! 

Most  the  mud  by  masses  marching  was  bespattered 
through  the  air, 

And  it  stuck  to  sides  and  shinbones  and  was  scat- 
tered on  their  hair  .  .  . 
Oh    our    present    politicians    must    have    learned 
their  lesson  there ! 


Low:    What  is  it  a  sign  of  when  your  nose  itches: 
Brown  :     Going  to  have  company. 
Low:     And  what  if  your  head  itches? 
Brow :    They  have  arrived ! 


THE  FABLE  OF  THE  FISH   THAT   FAILED 

A  dinosaur  of  Dinant  had  a  dorsal  finnish  urge 

To  dash  into  the  ocean  and  go  swimming  in  the 

surge. 
Oh  the  mastodonic  creature  and  his  mighty,  mas- 
sive urge 
As  he  ogled  at  the  ocean  with  its  surging  surf-wash 

swell 
With   a   diabolic   distaste   for  the   dust-dry   Dinant 

dell 
In    which    through    endless    aeons    his    tribe    had 

fought  to  dwell ! 
Oh  the  stinging  sprays  of  sea-surf  he  snuffed  with 

lifted  head, 
Oh  what  a  glorious  grandeur  out  before  his   gaze 

was  spread, 
As    the    sun    rays    swept    the    sea    crests    with    a 

crowning  tinge  of  red! 
So  this  dinosaur  of  Dinant  took  his  destiny  in  hand 
And  plunged  into  the  ocean  in  his  ponderous  pride 

so  grand     .  .  . 
Oh  they  found  his  bones  in  Dinant,  buried  deep 

in  drifted  sand ! 
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THE  PASSING  SHOW 

/  gazed  upon  her  passing  by 
No  fault  could  I  discover. 
The  I  was  quite  a  cynic,  I 
Felt  sure  that  I  could  love  her. 

So  pure  and  sweet  she  seemed  to  be. 

So   unsophisticated. 
The.  type  that  most  appealed  to  me — 

And  so  with  her  I  dated. 

And  now  I'm  quite  disgusted  'cause 

I  let  this  coed  vamp  us 
And  later  found  my  charmer  was 

The  worst  flirt  on  the  campus. 

"Who's  the  Speaker  of  the  House?"  roared  the 
PoHtical  Science  prof  during  an  oral  exam. 

"Mother,"  responded  the  meek  looking  Frosh  in 
the  corner  seat. 


QUITE  TRUE 

You  may  sing  the  praise 

In  a  thousand  ways 
Of  the  talented  girl  and  dutiful, 

Of  the  girl  who  cooks 

Or  the  girl  of  books 
Or  the  one  both  brainy  and  beaut  ful. 

I'll  sing  my  psalm 

To  a  different  femme 
And  before  her  shrine  burn  tapers, 

For  the  girl  worth  while 

Is  the  girl  who  can  smile 
\\'hen  caught  with  her  hair  in  curl  papers 


FLAMING  YOUTH 


O  GIRL 

//  you'd  scrape  away  the  powder, 

If  you'd  take  away  the  paint. 

If  you'd  make  'em  all  quit  trying 

To  resemble  what  they  ain't. 
You  woidd  find  'em  really  fine 
U nderneath  the  kalsomine, 
Tho  they  try  to  keep  it  secret 

With  a  syncopated  line. 

It's  a  mystery  zvhy  they  do  it; 
That's  beyond  my  depth,  forsooth : 
They're  so  purely  superficial. 

And  their  manner's  so  uncouth! 
When  they  fill  you  with  dismay. 
Better  shut  your  eyes  and  pray ; 
For  the  mothers  of  tomorrow 

Are  the  flappers  of  today! 
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L'ENVOI 

Girls,  if  you  have  read  this  booklet  and  been  shocked 

at  what  we've  done 
And  the  liberties  we  took,  let  us  repeat:  "It's  all  in  fun 
Tho  you  make  our  pile   diminish,  you  must  listen  to 

our  line. 
Heaven  bless  you! — Thus  we  finish — Thou  essential 

feminine." 
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INNOCENCE  ABROAD 

He  was  a  freshman  and  durinj^  the  tirsi: 
week  of  school  went  down  to  see  the  State 
Capitol  building. 

"Sure  does  look  like  a  big  building  from 
the  outside,"  he  remarked  upon  his  return. 

"What!  Didn't  you  go  inside?"  his  roomie 
gasped. 

"Gosh!"  he  blinked.  "Will  they  let  you  go 
in?" — Texas  Ranger. 


HIGHER  MATHEMATICS 

"Let  me  see,"  said  the  young  man  thought- 
fully. "I've  got  to  buy  some  flowers^  and  some 
chocolates,  and  tickets,  and " 

"Doing  mental  arithmetic?"  asked  the  sen- 
ior clerk. 

"No,  sentimental  arithmetic,"  was  the  reply. 
— Frrcol. 


1 — Where  yuh  been? 
2 — Museum. 
1 — What  yuh  see? 
2 — Corset. 


Bill — "1  burnt  a  hole  in  the  collar  of  my 

coat  with  a  cigarette,  last  week." 
Jim — "Did  you  carry  insurance?" 
Bill — "No;  but  my  scarf  covered  the  loss." 

— Tiger. 


The  store  was  deserted  except  for  the  book- 
keeper. A  handsome  young  salesman  strode 
in.  "Do  they  keep  automobile  accessories 
here?"  he  asked.  The  little  bookkeeper  smiled 
sweetly.  "Only  me,"  she  replied. — Chanti- 
cleer. 


"Haven't  I  met  you  before?'' 
"I  don't  remember  your  face  but  your  man- 
ners are  certainly  very  familiar." — Gargoyle. 


"Hello,  is  this  information?" 

"Yes." 

"\\'hat's  good  for  a  cold?" — Sliotcme. 


HE  KNOWS  HIS  RANGE 

Bride  (to  salesman) — "Please,  sir,  I'd  like 
a  little  oven." 

Salesman — "Er — pardon  me.  Not  while 
your  husband's  along." — Sun  Dial. 


He  (just  returning  from  the  punch  bowl) 
— "Shall  we  sit  this  one  out?" 

She  (sniffing) — "No,  let's  walk  it  off." — 
J  ack-o'-Lantern. 


"I  hear  you're  going  to  wear  a  wing  collar 
to  the  masque  ball." 

"Yes,  I'm  going  to  be  an  angel." — Juggler. 


IF  HE  HAD  A  CHOICE 
Pullman  Porter  to  Traveler — "Do  you  wish 

to  sleep  head  first  or  feet  first?" 

Traveler — "If   the   price  is  the  same,    I'd 

just  as  soon  sleep  all  over  at  once." — Bison. 


Miss  Take — "I'll  bet  you  a  hundred  dollars 
that  I'll  never  marry." 

Mr.  Entirely — "I'll  take  you." 

Miss  Take— "Will  you  really?  Then  I 
won't  bet  after  all." — Flamingo. 


"I  was  so  confused  I  don't  know  how  many 
times  he  kissed  me." 

"What!  With  the  thing  going  on  right  un- 
der your  nose?" — Pointer. 


"A  New  Hampshire  chicken  just  laid  a 
hundred  and  one  eggs  in  a  hundred  days." 

"What  was  the  odd  one,  a  sighting  shot?" — 
Tiqer. 


He — Elman  is  quite  a  musician,  isn't  he?  . 

She — Oh,  yes.     Even  when  he  was  two  years       I 

i  he  used  to  plav  on  the  linoleum." — Jack-       ■ 


old 
o'-J^antern 
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^  Fussy  Package 


A  rich  feast  in  nuts  and  chocolate 


If  you  prefer  nut  centers  and  nut 
combinations,  you  will  thank  us  for 
directing  you  to  the  Fussy  Package. 

There  are  no  soft  centers  in  the 
Fussy  Package.  It  is  a  special 
assortment  for  those  who  like 
chocolates  with  hard,  or  "chevvey" 
centers.  It  is  a  good  example  of 
how  Whitman's  Chocolates  are 
selected  and  packed  to  suit  indi- 
vidual tastes.  Thousands  already 
know  the  Fussy  Chocolates  as  their 
first  favorites.  Hundreds  of  thou- 
sands more  no  doubt  will  welcome 
them. 

Sold  only  in  those  selected  stores 
that  combine  selling  fine  candy 
with  giving  good  service. 

STEPHEN  F.  WHITMAN  &  SON.  Inc. 

Philadelphia.  U.  S.  A. 

'  York  Chicago  San  Franc: 


Whitman's  famous  candies  are  sold  by 


Broadway    Pharmacy,    181S    Central    St. 
Burkett  Pharmacy  Co.,  718  Church  St. 
H.    S.   Etherington,    1100   Davis   St. 
Evanston  Pharmacy,   601   Davis  St. 


■r  &  Lee,    600   Dempster   St. 
Lee  Drug  Store,  901   Chicago  Ave. 
ity  Drug  Store,  821    Noyes  St. 
Walgreen   Company,   1301    Chicago   Ave.     V 

\ 


enty-nine 


The  Wisteria  Ball  Room  and  Watteau  Lounge  have  been  the  scene  of  many  de- 
lightful and  successful  Fraternity  and  Sorority  Dances.  This  is  due,  not  only  to 
the  fact  that  the  Ball  Room,  with  its  illuminated  ceiling  and  twinkling  Japanese 
lanterns,  opening  into  a  spacious  Watteau  Lounge  where  one  may  rest  between 
dances  are  beautiful  in  themselves  but  also  that  the  check  room  and  rest  rooms  are 
private  and  convenient. 

The  entire  ground  floor  is  at  the  disposal  of  the  lessee  for  the  night. 

The  rental  price  includes  the  Wisteria  Ball  Room  and  Watteau  Lounge  with 
grand  piano,  ladies'  rest  and  dressing  rooms,  gentlemen's  rest  room,  check  room 
with  attendants.  Delicious  fruit  punch  will  be  furnished  and  served  at  a  small  ad- 
ditional charge  if  desired. 

For  reservations  telephone  Sunnyside  2345,  or  write 

Eastw^ood  Beach  Hotel  Apartments 

811   EASTWOOD  AVENUE,  AT  CLARENDON 


Shanghai  or  Capetown- 
Ox  wherever  you  may  be,  the  cities  and 
hamlets  of  every  civilized  country  in  the 
world  have  Walk-Over  shops  where  you 
can  buy  the  same  good  shoes  you  have 
been    accustomed   to   here   at   home.  :: 

Standard   prices   are    $7,    $8.50   and    $10 

Shoe  Store 
607  Davis  St. 


Teacher  (at  piano  recital) — I  hate  to  brag 
about  my  pupils;  but  I  think  they  play  with  a 
great  deal  of  feeling,  don't  they? 

Visitor — Yes,  they  do.  I  suppose  that  can 
be  remedied,  however,  with  practice. — 
Ranger. 


Souse  No.  1 — Les  go  shee  "The  Covered 
Wagon." 

Souse  No.  2 — Can't.    We're  broke. 

Souse  No.  1 — Thash  alright.  I  know  the 
d  river. — Juggler. 


She — "Do  you  think  kissing  is  as  dangerous 
as  they  say?" 

He — "Well,  it  has  put  an  end  to  a  good 
many  bachelors." — Lemon  Punch. 


Mrs.  Sambo — "Sambo,  wake  up." 

Sambo— "I  can't." 

Mrs.  Sambo — "Why  can't  you?" 

Sambo — "I  ain't  asleep." — Centre  Colonel. 


"Just  been  to  the  cemetery." 

"Anyone  dead?" 

"Yes,  all  of  them." — Widow. 
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A  DEAD  BEAT 

"Well,  old  man,  tough  luck;  your  uncle's 
death  was  awfully  sudden." 

"Yes;  was  a  shame,  wasn't  it?" 

"But  he  left  quite  a  bit  of  money,  I  hear." 

"Oh,  yes,  the  cop  shot  him  before  he  could 
get  out  of  the  window." — Sun  Dial. 


Clothier — "Anything  I  can  do  for  you?" 
Fratter — "Have  you  any  nice  white  shirts?" 
Clothier — "A  whole  store  full." 
Fratter — "Well,  go  and  put  one  on." 

— Siren. 


Wife  (finding  husband  drunk) — "John,  this 
is  the  last  straw." 

Husband — "Thassaright,  m'dear;  I  never 
use  'em.  Jesh  give  me  the  bottle." — Chap- 
par  el. 


"Stop,  I've  never  heard  such  profanity  since 
the  day  I  was  born." 

"What  were  you,  a  twin  or  a  triplet?" — 
Royal  Gaboon. 


Man  to  Little  Boy — "Tell  me,  who  is  it  that 
that  such  nice  fat  legs?"     (Pinches  them.) 
Six-Year-Old— "i\Iama."—5/H£'  Ribbon. 


Reformer — "Young  man,  do  you  realize 
that  you  will  never  get  anywhere  by  drink- 
ing?" 

Stewed — "Ain't  it  th'  truth?  I've  started 
home  from  this  corner  five  times  already." — 
Yellow  Jacket. 


Barber — "Hair  cut,  sir?" 
Longlocks  —  "Naw;    brush    my   teeth."  — 
Record. 


"Ha!     Had  your  hair  cut?" 
"No;  washed  it  and  it  shrank." — Andover 
Mirror. 


"Has  your  brother  come  home  from  college 
yet?" 

"I  guess  so,  or  else  the  car's  been  stolen." — 
Ski-U-Mah. 


Father  (to  young  suitor) — Why  young  man, 
you  couldn't  even  dress  her. 

Suitor — Zat  so !  Well,  it  won't  take  me  long 
to  learn. — Lord  Jeff. 


My 
Mash 

Notes 


TDROBABLY  no  other  man  in  the  world  gets  as 
-*-  many  mash  notes  as  I  do.  Operatic  tenors,  princes, 
cinema  sheiks  and  heavyweight  champions  get  mail 
assaying  more  perfume  per  pound  than  my  corre- 
spondence. But  their  billets-doux  can't  equal  the  wild 
enthusiasm,  the  perfervid  praise,  that  the  postman 
brings  me  every  day. 

An  excerpt  from  a  letter  on  Yale  Club  stationery: 
"Jim,  you've  taken  thirty  years  off  my  life.  By  that 
I  mean  Mennen  Shaving  Cream  changes  my  middle- 
aged  stubble  into  schoolboy  eider-down." 

A  lawyer  writes:  "Dermutation  is  hard  to  pro- 
nounce, but  easy  to  do.  The  Mennen  beard-softening 
process  is  the  greatest  discovery  since  Archimedes 
got  into  a  bath-tub." 

From  a  manufacturer:  "I  only  wish  that  my  product 
were  as  far  ahead  of  competition  as  yours.  Every 
man  in  America  ought  to  use  your  -wonderful  Shav- 
ing Cream." 

A  banker  dictated:  "I  have  read  your  ads  for  ten 
years  and  never  believed  them.  But  now  that  I  have 
tried  your  cream  I  know  your  claims  (even  including 
cold  water)  are  ultra-conservative.  Buying  Mennen 
Shaving  Cream  is  like  picking  up  U.  S.  Steel  at  50." 
From  oiBces,  clubs,  Y.  M.C.  A.'s  and  homes,  the  ava- 
lanche of  eulogy  pours  in.  Many  even  resort  to  verse 
to  express  their  feelings.  For  a  new  thrill  and  shaving 
emancipation,  get  a  50c  tube  of  Mennen 
Shaving  Cream  at  the  drug  store  today. 
Then  for  another  eye-opener,  squan- 
der two-bits  for  a  tin  of  Mennen  Talcum 
for  Men — just  the  color,  consistency 
and  odor  that  real  men  like.  It  won't 
show  white  on  your  face. 

Qltnnen  Salesman)   CT 
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FRIENDSHIP 

It  has  always  been  our  policy  to  serve  the 
student  of  Northwestern  University  in  the 
best  fashion.  Now  that  the  semester  is 
just  starting  Chandler's  wish  to  thank  our 
old  friends  and  welcome  the  new  ones. 

QtandLer's 
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There  was  a  young  girl  in  a  fury, 
Who  took  her  case  to  a  jury. 
She  claimed  trolley  3 
Had  injured  her  knee, 

But  the  jury  said,  'We're  from  Missouri." 

~Ski-U-Mah. 


A  freshman  was  arrested  for  stealing  the 
other  day.  He  saw  a  stack  of  literature  in 
front  of  a  book  store  accompanied  by  the  sign 
"Free  Verse"  and  started  home  with  an  arm 
full  of  it. — Whirlwind. 


"So  you're  working?    Where?" 

"In  a  domino  factory,  painting  spots  on 
dominoes." 

"Why  aren't  you  working  now?" 

"They're  making  double-blanks  today." — 
Texas  Ranger. 


"I  hear  that  Jim's  a  sheik;  is  that  correct?" 
"Sheik!    Why,  he  could  make  a  chaperone 
enjoy  necking!" — Texas  Ranger. 


Music  Instructor — "What  are  pauses?" 
Pupil — "They  grow  on  cats." — Stone  Mill. 
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DEPARTMENTS 

Savings 

Commercial 

Bond 

Trust 

Loans 

Safety  Deposit 

City  National  Bank 

Davis      Street      at      Sherman      Avenue 


Adam  Doe  and  his  wife  Eve 
Doe  were  evicted  from  the  Eden 
apartments  yesterday  on  an  order 
issued   by    the    chief    of    police. 

The  order  was  issued  at  the  re- 
quest of  the  landlord,  who  claimed 
that  the  couple  had  been  stealing 
fruit  from   his   private   orchard. 

Officer  Michael  Angel  of  the 
constabulary  served  the  eviction 
notice  and  was  posted  as  guard 
to  keep  the  couple  from  returning 
and  inflicting  any  malicious  dam- 
age on   the  property. 

Adam  Doe  will  be  remembered 
as  the  papered  favorite  of  the 
landlord. 

"He  will  have  to  work  for  a 
living  now."  the  landlord  stated 
following    the    eviction. 


Patrick  "pat"  Henry.  Irish 
leader  in  the  sixteenth  ward,  was 
arrested  by  the  police  last  night 
and  booked  as  drunk  and  disor- 
derly. 

Mr.  Henry's  repeated  requests, 
"Give  me  liberty  or  give  me 
death."  which  he  uttered  in  so 
loud  a  voice  as  to  attract  the  at- 
tention of  the  police,  are  thought 
to  be  a  part  of  insurrectionist 
agitation  against  the  eighteenth 
amendment  and  may  form  the 
basis   of   further   charges. 

Witnesses  were  in  favor  of  the 
death  alternative  for  Mr.   Henry. 

Axel  Jonah,  well  known  Atlan- 
tic voyager  and  inventor  of  sev- 
eral improvements  in  maritime 
navigation,  applied  yesterday  for 
a  patent  on  an  under-water  ship 
which  he  designates  by  the  name 
of  "whaleboat." 

Captain  Jonah  claims  that  his 
new  craft  withstood  the  most  se- 
vere tests,  remaining  submerged 
for    several    days. 

Only  the  inventor  was  on  the 
trial  trip.     His  original  model  was 


a  craft  of  limited  cargo  space,  but 
he  has  furnished  a  set  of  plans  to 
the  Jerusalem  shipyards  for  a  new 
boat  of  much  larger  proportions 
built  on  the  same  lines. 

Maritime  experts  are  inclined 
to  be  skeptical  of  the  feasibility  of 
navigation  in  Captain  Jonah's 
craft,  and  declare  that  a  more 
thorough  demonstration  must  be 
made.  The  more  reactionary 
among  the  shipbuilders  declare 
that  the  whole  thing  is  a  fish 
story. 

Captain  Jonah  claims  that  his  is 
a  whale  of  a  craft,  and  is  firm  in 
the  belief  that  his  new  boat  will 
revolutionize  ocean  shipping.  He 
clams  a  number  of  advantages  for 
his  craft   over  surface  vessels. 


Charles  Stuart,  head  of  the 
Great  Britain  Development  Co., 
resigned  after  a  stormy  session  in 
the  meeting  of  the  board  of  direc- 
tors yesterday.  The  resignation 
was    accepted    immediately. 

It  is  reported  that  the  position 
will  be  offered  to  the  head  of  the 
Holland  Trading  Co..  William 
o'Orange,   an  Irish  capitalist. 

Mr.  Stuart  was  unable  to  give 
details  of  his  future  plans,  but  it 
is  expected  that  he  will  travel  a 
bit  in  the  interest  of  his  health. 


News  carried  by  a  runner  indi- 
cates that  Christopher  Columbus 
has  pulled  a  Captain  Cook  and 
has  landed  on  a  new  continent, 
not  on  India.  The  new  country  is 
said,  however,  to  contain  Pluto 
water,  Wrigley's  gum,  and  a  large 
dark  cloud  to  the  northwest  which 
indicates  the  probable  existence 
of  Pittsburg  plus.  Picture  postals 
received  by  the  explorer's  family 
show  traces  of  Spanish  stew  and 
Gordon   gin. 


Via  the  Glorious  St.  Lawrence  Route 

Three  Inexpensive  College  Tours  to  Europe 

Biitain  -  Holland  -  Belgium  -  France 


'TPHESE  Tours  via  the  St.  Lawrence  Route,  include  in 
■•-  the  itinerary  an  almost  one  thousand  mile  trip  down 
the  niighty  St.  Lawrence  River,  amid  scenes  of  beauty 
and  historic  interest;  and  ai=ford  an  opportunity  to  see  the 
grand  old  cities  of  Montreal  and  Quebec.  The  trip  down 
the  river  also  helps  the  traveller  to  get  his  sea  legs  before 
reaching  the  open  sea. 

All  the  Third  Cabin  accommodation  on  these  ships  is 
reserved  exclusively  for  members  of  the  touring  party. 

JUNE  19— Leaving  Montreal  on  JUNE  27-LeavinB  Montreal  on 
theAthenia  for  Glasgow, return-  the  Ausonia  for  Plymouth  re- 
ing  from  Cherbourg  July  17  on  turning  from  Liverpool  July  24 
the  Ausonia.  Under  auspices  on  the  Alaunia.  Under  auspices 
Guy  Tombs  Limited,  Montreal  W  H.Henry  Limited, Montreal. 

JULY  3— Leaving  Montreal  on  the  Letitia 
for  Glasgow  returning  from  Cherbourg 
July  31  on  the  Ascania.  Under  auspices 
of  Guy  Tombs  Limited,  Montreal. 

Inclusive  cost  of  Tour  $330 

Consult  the  following  for  more  details  and  for 

particulars  of  itinerary 

Guy  Tombs  Ltd.        W.  H.  Henry  Ltd. 

285  Beaver  Hall  Hill      28G  St.  James  St. 

Montreal 

The  Robert  Reford  Co.  Ltd 

20  Hospital  Street    -     Montreal 

CUNARD-ANCHOR-DONALDSON 

Cor.  Dearborn  and  Randolph  Streets,  Chicago,  III. 
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Is  it  ivorth  while  to  know  when 
considering  a  place  to  eat  that  the 

PINK  SHOP 

serves  only  the  highest  quality  of 
food  obtainable.  Prepared  under 
perfect  sanitary  conditions  and 
personally  supervised  by  the  man- 
agement. 

Prices  regulated  according  to  the 
costs  of  materials  and  service. 


Thirty-three 


ADVANCE  SHOWING 
of  Spring  Styles  in 

Golflex    Dresses 

in  the  newest  shades  and  modes 

19^^  to  37  ^« 

SPRING  COATS 

32^^  to   59^« 
Varsity  Dress  Shop 

531  Davis  St.,  cor.  Chicago  Ave. 


SCREENINGS 

"Dangerous  Money" — Bebe  Daniels 
starred.  Bebe  has  been  rather  quiescent  for  a 
while.  Bebe,  we  welcome  you  with  open 
arms. 


"Wages  of  Virtue" — An  Algerian  story 
directed  by  Alan  Dwan  with  Gloria  Swanson. 
All  the  other  stars  have  had  their  chance  of 
being  sheiked  so  I  suppose  Gloria  must  have 
hers.  Quite  a  come-down  from  "Her  Love 
Story."    Now  the  woman  must  pay. 


"Forbidden  Paradise" — Passionate  Pola  in 
another  production  blessed  with  a  suggestive 
title.  But  Pola  is  always  the  best  actress  on 
the  screen  whatever  the  play. 


"Manhattan" — With  virile  Richard  Dix  as 
the  dashing  hero.  Adapted  from  a  novel 
called  "The  Definite  Object."  Has  a  fight  in 
it  equal  to  any  you  have  ever  seen.  Good  stuff! 
it  equal  to  any  you  have  ever  seen.    Good  stufif. 

The  play  is  divided  into  two  parts.  The 
first  half  of  the  first  part  and  the  last  of  the 
second  concern  the  real  life  of  Neil  McRae, 
an  ambitious  composer,  who  ekes  out  a  living 
by  orchestrating  jazz  pieces.  Having  been 
advised  by  the  girl  he  loves  and  his  friend,  a 
doctor,  he  asks  the  rich  but  impossible  Gladys 
Cady  to  marry  him  and  then  falls  asleep  under 
the  influence  of  a  sleeping  powder. 

He  dreams  of  his  wedding.  All  the  best 
men,  and  there  are  dozens,  wear  veils.  The 
ceremony  is  performed  in  syncopation.  At 
once  he  is  transported  to  his  new  home  where 
all  sorts  of  crazy,  hilarious  things  happen.    In 

(Continued  on  next  page.) 


Expert  Designers  of  Spectacles  and 
Eyeglasses 


HATTSTROM  &.  SANDERS 

Scientific  &  Manufacturing  Opticians 

702   Church   Street        EVANSTON         0pp.   Orrington    Hotel 
ity    1848  Open    Sat.    Eve.    till    8    P.    M. 


Thirty-four 


CLEANING    AND    DYEING   FANCY    EVENING   GOWNS,    GLOVES,    LACES,    DRAPES,    PORTIERS,    LADIES' 
AND   GENTLEMEN'S   GARMENTS   OF    EVERY   DESCRIPTION,  HIGH-CLASS  WORK  AND  PROMPT  SERVICE 


FRED  STRAUSS  DYE  WORKS 

Dyers  and  Cleaners 

ESTABLISHED    1886 

Office  and  Works :     2649-2659  SHEFFIELD  AVENUE 

TELEPHONE  BITTERSWEET    1500-1501 


Branch 

947  WILSON  AVENUE 

Tel.  Sunnyside  7935 


EVANSTON 

1627  ORRINGTON  AVE. 

Tel.  Evanston  1677 


(Continued  from  previous  page.) 

a  frenzy,  he  kills  the  girl  and  her  whole  family 
with  a  paper  knife  whereupon  newsboys  run 
up  and  down  the  aisles  as  the  curtain  lowers 
with  the  "Morning-Evening"  which  relates 
the  circumstances  of  the  crime. 

His  trial  is  brought  before  none  other  than 
his  father-in-law  and  a  jury  of  twelve  dancing 
masters  whom  he  had  escaped  previously. 
They  are  to  judge  his  own  compositions  as 
justification  of  his  crime.  And  here  is  a  de- 
lightful spot  in  the  play,  "A  Kiss  in  Xanadu," 
a  pantomime  set  to  music  by  Deems  Taylor. 
It  is  exquisitely  done  by  the  loveliest,  little 
bit  of  femininity  from  Sweden,  Grethe  Rutz- 
Nissen,  and  Ivan  Kronofif. 

The  verdict  is  guilty  so  Neil  is  sentenced  to 
work  in  his  father-in-law's  Whiffle  factory. 
That  swiftly  changes  to  a  prison  workshop 
where  he  is  confined  with  a  novelist,  an  artist, 
a  lyricist,  and  a  poet.  At  last  the  prison  fades 
away  and  he  finds  himself  back  in  his  old, 
familiar  haunts  before  his  piano.  But  he  can't 
remember  anything.  He  calls  for  Cynthia 
and  awakes  to  find  her  bending  over  him.  The 
ending  is  rather  unexpected  although  it  could 
not  very  well  be  otherwise. 


TEXT  BOOKS 

LOOSE  LEAF  NOTE  BOOKS 

N.  U.  PENNANTS 

PILLOW  TOPS 

and 

BOOK  ENDS 


Monarch 
Stationery  Co. 

GPP.  Y.  M.  C.  A. 

1618  Orrington  Avenue 


Thirty-five 


Small  ball  room  that  will  accommodate 
thirty  or  forty  couples.  Good  floor.  Grand 
piano.  Parking  space.  And  rent  is  only 
Twenty  Dollars.  Afternoon  card  parties 
Ten  Dollars  ::  ::  ::  :: 


k:^^ 


The    Seville 

M.   G.  Hoag,  Mgr. 

4144  SHERIDAN  ROAD 

Phone  Lakeview  9000 


Delicious  golden  brown  waffles, 
with  plenty  of  butter  and  syrup. 
Lots  of  other  good  things  to 
eat,  too,  all  day,  every  day — 
Come  in. 

616  Church  St. 

"Opposite  the  Library" 


"T)  ACK  of  our  services  are 
-*-^  modern  facilities,  a 
trained  and  experienced  or- 
ganization and  the  genuine 
DESIRE  TO  SERVE. 

That  we  are  succeeding  in 
this  is  proven  by  the 
STEADY  GROWTH  OF 
OUR  BUSINESS  from  year 
to  year. 


STATE  BANK  AND 
TRUST  COMPANY 

Davis  at  Orrin^ton 
50th  Anniversary  Year 


"Tarnish" — A  fine,  dramatic  story  adapted 
from  the  stage  play  of  the  same  name  now  in 
Chicago.  Human,  appealing.  May  McAvoy 
is  Letitia  of  the  picture;  Ronald  Coleman, 
Emmett  Carr;  and  Marie  Prevost,  the  mani- 
curist. For  grown-ups.  Do  not  take  your 
Beta.    It  is  beta  not  to. 


"Tess  of  the  D'Urbervilles" — Photoplay 
puts  it  aptly  and  concisely — "Between  the  cen- 
sors and  the  changed  viewpoint  of  today,  this 
somber  Thomas  Hardy  novel  has  reached  the 
screen  minus  most  of  its  vitality.  There  is  a 
tendency  to  overdo  on  the  part  of  Blanche 
Sweet  as  Tess  and  Stuart  Holmes'  perform- 
ance of  the  squire  is  particularly  bad." 


"In  Every  Woman's  Life" — This  picture  is 
only  important  because  Virginia  Valli  has  the 
lead. 


"Last  night  I  made  an  awful  mistake. 
"That  so?    How  come?" 
"I  drank  two  bottles  of  gold  paint." 
"How  do  you  feel  now?" 
"Guilty."— ^Fflj/). 


Thirly-six 


"Forbidden  Paradise" .  . .  .For  th'lova  mike,  why  do 
they  tack  such  terrible  titles  on  a  good  picture?  It 
has  no  connection  with  the  story.  Nothing  seems  for- 
bidden to  Pola.  Her  line  of  lovers  foi^ms  at  the  right 
and  each  is  pinned  with  a  medal.  She  is  an  erotic 
queen  of  some  minor  Balkan  country  and  sets  her  peo- 
ple an  example  for  free  and  easy  love.  Adolph  Men- 
jou  and  Rod  La  Rocque  support  her  splendid  acting. 
Good. 

"Wages  of  Virtue" . . .  .Gloria  Swanson  as  a  rough- 
neck Italian  girl,  Carmelita,  proprietoress  of  an  Al- 
gerian jazz  joint.  In  spite  of  Mae  Tinee's  opinion, 
Gloria  is  almost  becoming  an  actress.  Here  she  is 
even  better  than  in  "Manhandled."  Ben  Lyon,  the 
idol  of  the  flappers,  plays  opposite  her.  A  good  show. 
But  the  name  ! ! 


"That  man,"  said  the  coach,  "is  a  triple  threat 
man.  He's  threatened  to  make  the  team  for  three 
years." 

I  believe  that  H.  L.  Mencken  is  a  great  writer  because 
I   can  understand  him. 


The  girl  who  wears  no  stockings 
KNOWS  HER  STUFF 

The  girl  who  rolls  her  chiffon  hose 
MIGHT  GET  ROUGH 

The  one  with  ribbed  lisle  hosiery  is 
SAFE  FROM  HARM 

But  she  who  dons  long  underwear — 
SHE  IS  WARM. 


Thirty-seven 


}Aemories  that  will 
last  for  years 

DID  you  spend  six  dolLrs  a  day  on  your 
holiday  last  year?  Probably  that  and 
a  great  deal  more.  And  what  did  you  do 
that  was  unique  or  thrilling?  What  did  you 
find  to  carry  away?  .   .   .  Sunburn. 

Why  not  go  to  France  this  year  and  have 
an  entn-e  change,  a  inental  stimulus,  a  new 
outlook,  and  memories  forever? 

You  can  book  passage  for  one  hundred 
andforty  dollars  on  the  big,  one-cabin  liners. 
French  as  France  itself.  You  can  even  make 
a  round  trip  for  one  hundred  and  sixty-two 
dollars,  tourist  class,  with  individual  cab- 
ins, as  is  done  by  the  college  boys  and  girls. 

When  you  get  there— Paris,  the  capital 
of  the  world's  gayety,  the  races,  the  new 
modes,  the  shops  aglitter,  the  restaurants, 
where  you  dine  in  a  marvelous  -way.  The 
French  Alps,  the  Pyrenees,  are  like  nothing 
you've  ever  seen  .  .  .  villages  perched  on 
the  eaves  of  the  world,  and  wild  and 
gorgeous  mountain  passes.  There  is  a  life- 
time of  education  for  every  member  of  the 
family  in  a  few  weeks'  trip. 

You  can  tour  and  live  well  on  six  dollars 
a  day— bring  your  own  car,  uncratcd,  or 
rent  one  reasonably  ....  Walk  into  France 
at  the  French  Line  gangplank  in  New  York 
...  at  Havre,  the  port  of  Paris,  just  another 
gangplank  .  .  .  then  the  boat-train— and  in 
three  hours  you  are  in  Paris. — Write  for 
booklet  on  France. 

Compagnie  Generale  Transatlantiqu^ 

19  State  Street,  New  Tork 

Agencies  in  Principal  Cities  of  Europe  and  the  United  States 


Try  our 
Cottage  Cheese 
It  is  delicious! 


Be  A  Winner! 


In  athletics  or  in  life,  it  takes 
stamina  and  endurance  to 
win! 

Give  your  body  the  health- 
building  benefits  of  BOW- 
MAN'S MILK. 

First  for  purity!  First  for 
creamy  richness !  Drink 
plenty — every  meal — every 
day! 


Insist  on 


•0>VMAN  I 

mrfiLDAIRY  COMPANY       f 
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Good  Medicines 

and  Your 
Prescriptions 


Confidence  (what  a  word) 

Burkett 
Pharmacy  Co. 

718  Church  Street 

ESTABLISHED  30  YEARS 


LATE  NEWS 
BULLETINS 

A    stranger    outfooted    Atalanta, 


dash 


The 


by 


from 


race    here    yesterday, 
set    a    new    time     for     th 
which    the    judges    are    f" 
to   the    Olympian    Athletic 
tion    for    official    recognitit 

Atalanta,  spurred  on 
wild  cries  of  "Atta  Lan 
her  supporters,  would  easily  have 
defeated  the  challenger  at  the  dis- 
tance, had  she  not  stopped  to  re- 
cover three  Grimes  Golden  apples 
which    fell    from    his   pocket. 

In  a  statement  given  out  after 
the  race  Atalanta  declared  that 
she  was  not  in  the  best  of  condi- 
and  would  be  glad  to  meet 
challenger     at     the      distance 


tion, 


agam. 

Six  flivver  squads,  a  batallion 
of  mounted  police,  and  all  the  pa- 
trolment  from  the  Eighteenth  ave- 
nue station  were  called  out  on 
riot  duty  last  night  to  bring  in 
Reginald  Samson,  heavyweight 
prizefighter. 

"Reggie,"  as  he  is  known  in 
the  Tenderloin,  was  fighting 
drunk,  and  wounded  eight  police- 
men in  the  fight.  Earlier  in  the 
evening,  in  a  fit  of  petulant  anger, 
he  had  pulled  down  the  new 
county   court    house. 

Samson  figured  prominently  in 
the  recent  tong  wars,  in  which  he 
wielded  a  mean  pair  of  hooks.  He 
also  achieved  considerable  noto- 
riety in  the  rioting  of  ten  years 
ago,  when  he  laid  low  several 
hundred  Philistines  with  the  well- 
known    professorial    jawbone. 

Since  the  time  of  his  well-known 
shingle  by  Delilah,  he  has  again 
affected    the    flowing    locks    which 


he 


ed   to 


Thirty-eight 


A  jury  of  his  peers  last  night 
awarded  the  death  penalty  to  Wil- 
liam M.  ("Bloody")  Macbeth,  con- 
victed murderer  of  the  Macduff 
family. 

Mr.  Macduff,  who  was  in  court, 
had  to  be  restrained  by  three 
bailiffs  to  prevent  him  from  rush- 
ing upon  the  defendant,  who  sat 
calmly  in  the  witness  chair,  smok- 
ing numerous  Camels.  Mrs.  Mac 
beth,  who  was  also  in  court,  but 
left  frequently  to  wash  her  hands, 
took  the  decision  calmly,  and  re- 
marked that  her  husband's  ambi- 
tion had  brought  about  his  down- 
fall. It  was  her  husband's  belief 
in  spirituahsm,  and  his  hallucina- 
tions about  the  appearance  of  his 
deceased  friend  Banquo,  she  said, 
which  brought  about  the  mental 
state  preceding   the  murder. 

Invitations  for  the  execution 
have  been  issued  to  newspaper 
men    and    public    officials. 
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You  can't  get  mad  at 

Mortons  Salt 


-it  always  pours 


^ 


^ 


BELL-HOWELL  "FILMO" 

MOTION  PICTURE  MACHINE 

"Takes  them  as  you  see  them" 

Movies  in  your  home 

SUPER  ZENITH  RADIO 

OPERADIO 

ATWATER  KENT  RADIO 

SUPER  HETERODYNE  RADIOS 

'^ 

BRUNSWICK  PHONOGRAPHS 
BRUNSWICK  RECORDS 
BRUNSWICK  RADIOLAS 

•^ 

We  invite  you  to  call  and  make  this  your 
meeting  place 

FULL  LINE  OF  RECORDS 

PIERCE  RADIO  CO. 

Across  from  North  Shore  Hotel 

522  Davis  Street        Evanston,  Illinois 
University  5067 

"SERVICE  IS  OUR  MOTTO" 
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For  Tw^enty  Years 

tKe 

Woman's  Exchang,e 
Cafeteria 


WHEN    YOU  THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

^  -•        .  THINK.    OF 


on<S 


'"LTN^sro^Vr-     Phone  URiversity632-754Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


Dining  and  Dancing 


ARE  TWO  OF  THE  GREATEST  PLEAS- 
URES    THAT    STUDENTS    CAN     ENJOY 


WE   FURNISH    BOTH 

FRIDAY     EVENING 
Dinner  6:00  to  8:00 

$1.25  a  Plate 
Dancing  8 :30  -  1 1 :30 

University   6400 

North  Shore  Hotel 

F.  J.  KIHM,  Manager 
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Thirty-nine 


pO    i1    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW     DD    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO     IT    N>^1P 

o  o 

I    Joe  Gish  learns  about  women  from    l 


BEVERLY 

the  sweet 
Southern 
Girl 


Every  fall  our  Sanitariums  are  filled  with 
wrecked  aunts  who  have  been  chaperoning 
vacation  parties  of  "sweet  Southern  girls." 
They  are  the  original  clinging  vines,  and 
Beverly  was  one  of  them.  She  was  always 
losing  something.  Or  her  shoe  hurt.  Or 
something  was  in  her  eye.  She  was  sure 
there  were  snakes  in  that  grass.  Was  that 
a  spider?  Her  greatest  mental  exertion 
was  to  call  for  a  coca-cola. 
I  took  her  to  the  opera,  when  she  came  to 
New  York.  I  whispered:  "There's  Jeritza!" 
She:  I  d'clare!  Which,  the  man  or  the  girl? 
/.•  The  girl,  of  course. 
She:  What  show  is  this  ? 
/.•       Tosca.     It's  an  opera. 

I  d'clare!     My  foot  sure  does  hurt. 

Sh!     They're    going    to    sing    Strange 

Harmonies. 

Uh-huh.     Do    you    suppose    it    would 

matter  if  I  took  my  shoe  ofl  ? 

Er     .     .     I     don't     know.     .     That's 

Bodansky  conducting. 
She:  I  wish  he  had  a  few  saxaphones. 


She: 
I: 


She 
I: 


At  supper  I  tried  new  conversational 
stances.  Paul  Manship  .  .  Marie  Lauren- 
cin  .  .  Mah  Jong  .  .  The  theatre  . 
Books  .  .  Sports.  She  topped  every  ball. 
The  knockout  was  when  she  asked  if  the 
waiter  had  an  aspirin  tablet. 

That  very  night  I  filled  out  a  Vanity  Fair 
subscription  coupon  for  Beverly.  It  was 
from  Vanity  Fair  that  I  had  obtained  my 
own  start  as  a  man  of  the  world  .  .  It  will 
change  her,  too  .  .  I  shall  come  back  in  a 
few  months  .  .  She  will  no  longer  be  a 
dumb  Dora  .  .  I  might  propose.  Only  a 
few  months. 

But,  six  weeks  later,  I  read  of  her  engage- 
ment to  Basil  van  Siclen,  the  most  eligible 
bachelor  in  New  York,  patron  of  the  modern 
arts,  whose  million  dollar  mansion  had  long 
awaited  a  mistress  whose  social  graces  were 
equal  to  his  own. 

Why  don't  you  subscribe  for  some  sweet 
Southern  girl  ? 


9 


0£,    /OCiAa.^ 


10  issues  for  $2 


VANITY    FAIR 


2      TKAr.    IT    OUT    TEAR     IT    OUT    TEAR    IT    OUT    TEAR    IT     OUT     FILL     IT    IN     FILL    IT     IN    FILL    IT    IN    FILL    IT    IN     z 

\  anity  Fair,  Greenwich,  Conn.  Name, etc _ 

"  Dear  Vanity  Fair;  " 

&                     I  am  glad  to  learn  the  secret  of  Beverly  van  Siclen's  ^ 

O  success.     But  I   happen   to  know   that   Basil  himselt        ^ 

isn't  really  such  a  bright  bird.     For  six  years  /le  has 

£  taken  Vanity  Fair.     Which  reminds  me,  enclosed  find  £ 

0  TWO  DOLLARS  to  cover  the  cost  of  TEX  ISSUES C 

Q  Illustration  copyright  by  Vanity  Fair  Q 

PIN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW^    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW 
No.  2 

Forty 


Tlu-     Attractii-c     Wmliiuj 

Balcoiix    of     the 
Library    Plaza     Cafctcna 


Where  Good  Fellows  Dine  Together 


MORNING,  noon  and  ni'iht  al-      antness  of  the  environment,  and  tlie 
way.s    sees    mern'    groups    of      economy  of  tlie  prices. 

•****    Nortliwestern  men  and  women  t      a-  4-    t  -i  ui  r>    i- 

lo    dine    at    i.ibrary    Plaza    Caie- 

at  the  Library   Plaza  Cafeteria.  .     •  ■     ^     \  •   i  j 

teria    once    is    to    become    acquainted 

The  same  faces,  the  same  groups       permanently  witli  just  the  ver3'  best 

are  present  day  after  day — proof  of      place  to  eat  in  Evanston. 

the  goodness  of  the  food,  the  pleas- 


ICtbrarg  piaga 

CAFETERIA 

///  the  Librtiry  Plaza  Hotel — Orrinyton  Ave.  at  Church  St. 


